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1 I. 
An American Foreſt. 


Medium (without). ILLI ho! ho! 
Trudge (without). Hip! hollo! ho!—Hip !— 


Enter Medium and Trudge, 


Md. Pſhaw! it's only waſting time and breath. 
Bawling won't perſuade him to budge a bit faſter. 
Things are all alter'd now; and, whatever weight it 
may have in ſome places, bawling, it ſeems, don't go 
for argument, here. Plague o'nt ! we are now in the 
wilds of America, 

Trudge, Hip, hillio—ho—hi !-—— 

Head. Hold your tongue you blockhead, or 

Trudge, Lord ! Sir, if my maſter makes no more 
haſte, we ſhall all be put to ſword by the knives of the 
natives. I'm told they take off heads like hats, and — 
em on pegs in their parlours. Mercy on us ! My hea 

A 3 aches 
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aches with the very thoughts of it. Holo! Mr. Inkle 
maſter; holo ! | 

Med. Head aches ! Zounds, ſo does mine with your 
confounded bawling. It's enough to bring all the na. 
tives about us; we ſhall be Burt and plunderꝰ d in a 
minute, | | 

Trudge. Aye; ftripping is the firſt hy that would 
happen to us; for they ſeem to be woefully off for a 
wardrobe. I myſelf ſaw three, at a diſtance, with leſs 
Clothes than I have when I get out of bed: all dancing 
about in black buff; juſt like Adam in mourning, 

Med. This is to have to do with a ſchemer! a fel. 
low who riſques his life, for a chance of advancing his 
intereſt, -Always advantage in view! Trying, here, to 
make diſcoveries that may promote his profit in England. 
Another Botany Bay ſcheme, mayhap. Nothing elſe 
could induce him to quit our foraging party, from the 
ſhip ; when he knows every inhabitant here is not only 
as black as a pepper-corn, but as hot into the bargain— 
and 7, like a fool, to follow him! and then to let him 
loiter behind. Why, Nephew !--Why, Inkle.—{ calling) 

Trudge. Why, Inkcle—— Well ! only to ſee the di- 
ference of men! he'd have thought it very hard, now, if 
I had let him call ſo often after me. Ah! I wiſh he was 
calling after me now, in the old jog-trot way, again, 
What a fool was I to leave London for foreign parts? 
hat ever I ſhould leave henedncedie regs to 
thread an American foreſt, where a man's as ſoon loſt 
as a needle in a bottle of hay 

Med. Patience, Trudge 
cover the ſhip . 

Trudge. Lord, fir, I ſhall never recover what I have 
loft in coming abroad. When my maſter and I were in 
London, I had ſuch a mortal ſnug birth of it! Why, I 
Was factotum. 
| ed. Factotum to a young merchant is no ſuch ſine- 

cure, neither. | 

Trudge. But then the honour of it. Think of that, 
Sir; to be clerk as well as own man. Only conſider. 


You find very few city clerks made out of a man, * «4 
; A 555. 


| 
Patience! If we once re- 


a- days. To be king of the counting -houſe, as well as 
lord of the bed- chamber. Ah! if I had him but now 
in the little drefling-room behind the office; tying his 
hair, with a bit of red tape, as uſual, 

Med. Yes, or writing an invoice in lampblack, and 
ſhining his ſhoes with an ink-bottle, as uſual, you blun- 
dering blockhead |! : 

Trudge. Oh if I was but bruſhing the accounts, or 
caſting up the coats] mercy on us! What's that? 

Med. That! What? 

Trudge. Didn't you hear a noiſe ? 1 

Med. Y—es--but—huſh ! Oh heavens be prais'd! 


here he is at laſt, | 
Enter Inkle. 
Now nephew | 
Inkle. So, Mr. Medium. | 
Med. Zounds, one wou'd think, by your confounded 
compoſure, that you were walking in St. Jame's Park, 
inſtead of an Americanforeſt : and that all the beaſts were 
nothing but good company. The hollow trees, here, 
centry boxes, and the lions in 'em ſoldiers; the jackalls, 
courtiers; the crocodiles, fine women; andthe baboons, 
beaus, What the plague made you loiter ſo long: 
[nkle. Reflection. | 
Mad. So I ſhould think; reflection generally comes 
lagging behind. What, ſcheming, I ſuppoſe; never quiet. 
At it again, eh? What a happy trader is your father, 
to have ſo prudent a ſon for a partner Wk you are 
the carefulleſt Co. in the whole city. Never loſing ſight 
of the main chance; and that's the reaſon, perhaps, you 
loſt ſight of us, here, on the main of America, 
[nkle, Right, Mr. Medium. Arithmetic, I own, has 
been the means of our parting at preſent. 
Trudge. Ha! A ſum in diviſion, I reckon. (Aſide) 
Med. And pray, if I may be ſo bold, what mighty 
ſcheme has juſt tempted you to employ your head, when 
ou ought to make uſe of your heels ? 
Intl. My heels ! Here's pretty doftrine ! Do you 
Mink I travel merely for motion? A fine expenſive plan 
A 4 for 
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for a trader truly. What, wou'd you have a man of 
buſineſs come abroad, ſcamper extravagantly here and 
there and every where, then return home, and haye 
nothing to tell, but that he has been here and there and 
every where? Sdeath, Sir, would you have me travel 
like alord ? 

Med. No, the Lord forbid! © but I am wrong 
« perhaps: there is ſomething in the air of this foreſt, 
5 — that inclines people to be haſty.“ 

Intle. Travelling, Uncle, was always intended for 
improvement; and improvement is an advantage; and 
advantage is profit, and profit is gain. Which, in the 
travelling tranſlation of a trader, means, that you ſhou'd 
gain every advantage of improving your profit. 

« Med. How——gain, and advantage, and profit? 
« Zounds I'm quite at a loſs.” 

&« Infle. You've hit it Uncle, ſo am I. I have loſt 
my clue by your converſation : you have knockꝰd all 
« my meditations on the head.” 

« Med. It's very lucky for you no- body has done it 
ec before me.“ 

Intle. J have been compari the land, here, with 
that of our own country. | 

Med. And you find it likeja good deal of the land of 
of our own country—curledly encumber'd with black 
legs, I take it. . 

Inkle. And calculating how much it might be made 
to produce by the acre. | 

Med. You were: 

Inkle. Yes; Iwas proteedirggalgebraically upon the 
ſubject. 

Med. Indeed! 3 | 

Inkle. And juſt about æxtracting the ſquare root. 

Med. Hum + 

Inkle, I was thinking top, if ſo many natives cou'4 
be caught, how much they might fetch at the Well 
Indian markets. 

Med. Now let me aſk you a queſtion, or two, young 
Cannibal Catcher, if you pleaſe. 

Inkle. Well, 


Med, 


AN ER Mc .v 


Med. Arn't we bound for Barbadoes; partly to 
trade, but chiefly to carry home the daughter of the go- 
yernor, Sir Chriſtopher Curry, who has till now been 
under your father's care, in Threadneadle-ſtreet, for 
polite Engliſh education ? | 

Intle. Granted. | 

Med. And isn't it determin'd, between the old 
folks, that you are to marry Narciſſa as ſoon as we get 
there ? | 
likle. A fix'd thing. 

Med. Then what the devil do you do here, hunting 
old hairy negroes, when you ought to be ogling a fine 
girl in theſhip? Algebra, too] You'll have other things 
to think of when you are married, I promiſe you. A 
plodding fellow's head, in the hands of a young wife, like 
a boy's ſlate after ſchool, ſoon gets all its arithmetic 
wip'd of: and then it appears in its true ſimple ſtate ; 
dark, empty, and bound in wood, Maſter Inkle. 

hikle, Not ina match of this kind. Why, it's a table 
of intereſt from beginning to end, old Medium. 

Med. Well, well, this is no time to talk. Who 
knows but, inſtead of failing to a wedding, we may get 
cut up, here, for awedding dinner: toſs'd up for a dingy 
duke perhaps, or ſtew'd down for a black baronet, or 
cat raw by an inky commoner ? 

/nkle. Why ſure you arn't afraid? | 

Hel. Who, I afraid! Ha! ha! ha! No, not I! 
What the deuce ſhould I be afraid of? Thank heaven, I 
haue a clear conſcience, and need not be afraid of. any 
thing. A ſcoundrel might not be quite ſo eaſy on ſuch 
m occaſion ; but it's the part of an honeſt man not to 
vehave like a ſcoundrel: I never behav'd like a 
'coundrel—for which reaſon I am an honeſt man, you 
KNOW, But come I hate to boaſt of my good qua- 
des. | 

[nkle, Slow and ſure, my good, virtuous Mr. Me- 
cium ! Our companions can be but half a mile before 
5: and, if we dobut double their ſteps, we ſhall over- 
lake em at one mile's end, by all the powers of arith- 


metic, 
Med. 
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Med. Oh curſe your arithmetic ! How are we to 


find our way? 
Inkle. That, Uncle, muſt be left to the doctrine of 
chances. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, another part of the Foreſt, 
A ſhip at anchor in the bay at a ſmall diſtance, 


Enter Sailors and Mate, as returning from for. 
aging, 


Mate, Come, come, bear a hand, my lads. Tho'f 
the bay is juſt under our bowſprits, it will take a damn'd 
deal of tripping to come at it—there's hardly any ſteer. 
ing clear of the rocks here. But do we muſter all hands? 
All right, think ye ? 

« Fillers, All, all, my hearty.” 

Mate. What Nick Noggin—Ralph Reef—Tom 
« Pipes Jack Rattlin Dick Deck—Mat Maſt— 
4 Sam Surf,—Ten water caſks, and a hog *” 

1/ Fail. All to a man—--befides yourſelf, and 
a monkey-—-the three land lubbers, that edg'd away 
in the morning, goes for nothing you know—-they're 
all dead may-hap by this. 

Mate. Dead! you be—-Why they're friends of the 
Captain ; and if not brought fafe aboard to-night, you 
may all chance to have a ſalt eel for your ſupper—that's 
all.—-Moreover, the young plodding ſpark, he with the 
grave, ſoul weather face, there, is to man the tight lit- 
tle frigate, Miſs Narcifla, what d'ye call her, that is 
bound with us for Barbadoes. Rot 'em for not keeping 
under way, I fay ! | 

« 24 Sail. Fooliſh dogs ! Suppoſe they are met by 
« the Natives.“ 3 | 

Mate. Why then the Natives would look plaguy 
« black upon em, I do ſuppoſe.” But come, let's ſee 
if a ſong will bring 'em to. Let's have a full chorus to 
the good Merchant Ship, the Achilles, that's wrote by 
our Captain. Where's Tom Pipes!“ 40 

« Sail. 
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« Sail, Here.“ 
Mate. Come then, pipe all hands. Crack the drums 
« of their ears, my tight fellows, Hail em with your 


* 


« ſinging trumpet.” 
| „ 


The Achilles, though chriſten d, good ſhip, tis ſurmivd, 
Fram that old Man of War, great Achilles, 7 priz'd, 
9 


Ti tal lah Sc. 


Has he, lite our veſſel, pray, fairly baptiz' 


Pits ſung, that Achilles==if, now, they've an itch 
To ſing this, future ages may know which is which ; 
And that one rode in Greece— and the other in Pitch. 
Ti tol hol, c. 


What the” but a Merchant fſhip—ſure our ſupplies : 

New your Men of War's gain in à lattery lies, 

Aud haw blank they all look, when they can't get a prize ! 
Ti tol lob, Se. 


IV. 


What are all their fine names vuben no Rhino's behind, 
The Intrepid, and Lion, leot ſbeepiſb you'll find; 
IVhil/t, alas! the poor Æolus can't raiſe thewind ! 

Ti tal lal, &c. 


V. 


Then the Thunderer's dumb; out of tune the Orpheus; 

The Ceres has nothing at all to produce; 

And the Eagle, I warrant you, looks like a , 
| 7 tal lol, Sc. 


VI, 


Hut toe merchant lads, tho" the foe woe can't maul, 

are paid, like fine king-ſbips, 0 fight at a call, 

q we pay ourſebues well, without fighting at all. | 
Ti tol tal, &c. 


B 2 1/4 
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1 Sail. Avaſt! look a-head there. Here they 
come, chas'd by a fleet of black devils. | | 
. Midſh. And the devil a fire have I to give em. We 
han't a grain of powder left. What muſt we do, lads? 

2d Sail, Do? Sheer off to be ſure, | 

« /idſhh. What, and leave our companions behind?” 

« 1½ Fail. Why not? they left us before; ſo it 
& comes to the ſame thing.“ 

« i, No damn it---I can't---I1 can't do that 
&“ neither.” | 

« 34 Sail. Why then we'll leave you. Who the 
cc plague is to ſtand here, and be peppered by a parcel 
« of ſavages ?” 

« Midh. Why to be ſure as it is ſo--plague on't-. 
« (reluftantly). 

/ Sail. Pſhaw, mun, they're as ſafe as we. Why 
« we're ſcarce acable's length aſunder; and they'll keep 
jn our wake now, I warrant 'em.“ 

« Midh. Why, if you will have it ſo--It makes a 
« body's heart yearn to — the poor fellows in diſtreſs, 
* g 

All. Come, bear a hand, Maſter Malinſpike! 

Midſb. (Relutftantly) Well, if I muſt, I muſt (going 
to the other fide and hollowing to Inkle, &c.) Yoho, 
Lubbers! Crowd all the fail you can, d'ye mind me 

| [ Exeunt Sailors, 


Enter Medium, running 2 the flage, as purſued by the 
| acks, 

Med. Nephew! Trudge ! run--ſcamper ! Scour-- 
fly! Zounds, what harm did I ever do to be hunted to 
death by a pack of bloodhounds? Why Nephew! 
Oh, contound your long ſums in arithmetic ! Þ'l1 take 
care of myſelf ; and if we muſt have any arithmetic, 


dot and carry one for my money. (runs off) 


Enter Inkle and Trudge haſtily, 


Trudge. Oh! that ever I was born, to leave pen, 
Inf. 


ink, and powder for this! 
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Tnkle, Trudge, how far are the ſailors before us? 

Trudge, T'll run and fee, Sir, directly. 

[nkle. Blockhead, come here. The ſavages are cloſe 
upon us; we ſhall ſcarce be able to recover our party. 
Get behind this tuft of trees with me; they'll paſs us, 
and we may then recover our ſhip with ſafety. 

Trudge. (going behind) Oh! Threadneadle-ſtreet, 
Thread !--- 

Intle. Peace. 

Trudge. (hiding Needle- ſtreet. (They hide behind 
trees, Natives croſs. After a long pauſe, Inkle looks 
from the trees. 

Intle. Trudge. 

Trudge. Sir. (In a whiſper). 

Intle. Are they all gone by? 

Trudge, Won't you look and ſee? | 

Inkle. (looking round). $0 all's ſafe at laſt. (coming 
firward). Nothing like policy in theſe caſes; but you'd 
have run on, like a booby ! A tree, I fancy, you'll find, 
in future, the beſt reſource in a hot purſuit, 

Trudge. Oh charming! It's a retreat for a king, 
Sir. Mr. Medium, however, has not got up in it; your 
Uncle, Sir, has run on like a booby; and has got up with 
our party by this time, I take it ; who are now moſt 
kkely at the ſhore, But what are we to do next, 
Sir? 

Indle. Reconnoitre a little, and then proceed. 

Trudge. Then pray, Sir, proceed to reconnoitre z 
for the ſooner the better. 

Intl. Then look out, d'ye hear, and tell me if you 
diſcover any danger. 

Trudge. Y -->--Ye---$----Yes But (trembling). 
As you underſtand this buſineſs better than I, Sir, ſup- 
* poſe you ſtick cloſe to my elbow, to give me direc- 
tions. 

Inte. Cowardly ſcoundrel! Do as you are order'd, 
« dir,” Well, is the coaſt clear ? i 

Trudge. Eh! Oh Lord !--Clear ? (rubbing his eyes) 
Oh dear! oh dear ! the ceaſt will ſoon be clear enough 
now, I promiſe you———The ſhip is under fail, * I 

nkle. 
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& nile. Death and damnation 

« Trudge. Aye, death falls to my lot. I ſhall ſtarve, 
« and go off like a pop-gun.“ | | 
| _ Confuſion ! my property carried off in ths 
veſſel. 

Trudge. All, all, Sir, except me. 

«& Intle. Treacherous villains! My whole effect 
& Toft. 

« Trudge, Lord, Sir, any body but you wou'd only 
tc think of effecting his ſafety in ſuch a ſituation,” 

Inkle, They may report me dead, perhaps, and dif. 
- poſe of my property at the next iſland. 

(The veſſel appears under fail.) 

Trudge. Ah! there they go. (A gun fired. 
That will be the laſt report we ſhall ever hear from em, 
I'm afraid, — That's as much as to ſay, Good bye to ye, 
And here we are left—-two fine, full-grown babes in 
the wood ! 

Intle. What an ill-tim'd accident] Juſt too, when 
my ſpeedy union with Narciſſa, at Barbadoes, wou'd ſo 
much advance my intereſts. Something maſt be hit up- 
on, and ſpeedily ; but what reſource ! (thinking) 

Trudge. The old one —a tree, Sir-—-'Tis all we 
have for it now. What wou'd give, now, to be perch'd 
upon a high ſtool, with our brown deſk ſqueez'd into 
the pit of my ſtomach—ſcribbling away an old parch- 


- 


ment |! ut all my red ink will be ſpilt by an old 
black pin of a negro, 
S O N G. 
Laſt Valentine's Day. 


A voyage over feas had not enter'd my head, 
Had I known but on which fide to butter my bread. 
Heigho ! {oy Jer hunger muſt die] 
Pre ſaiPd like a booby ; come here in a ſqual, 
Where, alas ! there's no bread to be butter d at all! 
Oha ! Pm a terrible booby ! 
Oh, what a fad booty am 11 
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II. 


In London, what gay chop-houſe figns in tha ſtreet ! 
But the only fign here is of nothing ta eat, 
Heigho ! that I——for hunger ſhould die] 
My Mutton's all loft ; Pm a poor ſtarving elf; 
And for all the world like a loft mutton myfelf\ 

Obo I hall die a loft mutton ! 

Oh ! what à loſt mutton am [! 


III. 


For a neat ſlice of beef, I could roar like a bull ; 
And my flomach*s ſo empty, my heart is quite full. 
Heizho ! that I—for hunger ſhould die ! 
But, grave without meat, I muſt here meet my grave, 
Fir my bacon, I fancy, I never ſhall ſave. 

Oho! I ſhall weer ſave my bacon “ 

I can't ſaue my bacon, not 1! 


Trudge, Hum ! I was thinking | 

« [rkle, Well, well, what? Something to our pur- 
role, I hope. 

Trudge, I was thinking, Sir ——if ſo many natives 
cou'd be caught, how much they might fetch at the 
Weſt India markets ! | . 

fle. Scoundrel ! is this a time to jeſt ? 

Trudze, No, faith, Sir! Hunger is too ſharp to be 
jeſted with. As for me, I ſhall ſtarve for want of food. 
Now you may meet aluckier fate: You are able to ex- 
tra... the ſquare root, Sir; and that's the wy beft pro- 
viion you can find here to live upon. But 1 ! (noſe at 
adi/tance) Mercy on us! here they come again. 

Intl. Confutlion ! Deſerted on one fide, and preſs'd 
on the other, which way ſhall I turn? This cavern 
may prove a ſafe retreat to us for the preſent, I'll en- 
ter, coſt what it will. 

Trudge. Oh Lord! no, don't, don't——We ſhall 
pay too dear for our lodging, depend on't. 

Inte, This is no time for debating. Youare at the 
wuth of it: lead the way, Trudge. 
Trudge. 
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Trudge. What 7 in before your henor ! I know 
my place better, I aſſure you—l might walk into more 
mouths than one, perhaps. (Aſide) 
Inkle. Coward ! then follow me. (Noiſe again) 
Trudge, I muſt, Sir; I muſt! Ah Trudge, Trudge! 
what a damn'd hole are you getting into | 
„ [ Exeunt into a cavery, 


SCENE, A cave, decorated with ſkins of wild beaſt, 
feathers, &c. In the middle of the ſcene, a rude kind if 
curtain, by way of door to an inner apartment. 


Enter Inkle and Trudge, as from the mouth of the Cavery, 


| Trudge. Why, Sir! Sir? you muſt be mad togoany 
farther. | 

Inkle. So far, at leaſt, we have proceeded with ſafety, 
Ha! no bad ſpecimen of ſavage elegance. Theſeornz 
ments would be worth ſomethingin England--We tare 
bttle to fear here, I hope: This cave rather bears the 
pleaſing face of a profitable adventure. 

Trudge. Very likely, Sir! But, for a pleaſing face, 
it has the curſed'ſt ugly mouth I ever ſaw in my life 
Now do, Sir, make Sf as faſt as you can, If we once 
get clear of the natives houſes, we have little to fear from 
the lions and leopards : for, by the appearance of their 
parlours, they ſeem to have kill'd all the wild beaſts 
in the country, Now pray, do, my good Maſter, take 
my advice, and run away. 

Inkle. Raſcal! Talk again of going out, and I Ife 
you alive, | 

Trudge. That's juſt what I expect for coming in. 
All that enter here appear to have had their ſkin ftript 
over their ears; and ours will be kept for curioſities— 
We ſhall ſtand here, ſtuff'd, for a couple of white 
wonders. 

Inkle, This curtain ſeems to lead to another apart. 
ment: I'll draw it. 

Trudzt, 


AN 0 K=& = 


Trudge. No, no, no, don't; don't. We may be 
call'd to account for diſturbing the company: you may 
get a curtaln- lecture, perhaps, fir. 

Inkle. Peace, booby, and ſtand on your guard, 

Trudge. Oh! what will become of us | Some grim, 
feven-foot fellow ready to ſcalp us. | 

Intle. By heaven! a woman 


As the curtain draws, Yarico and Wow lki, di/- 
cover'd, aſleep. 


Trudge. A woman! (Aſide )—\ Loud] But let him 
come on; I'm ready-—dam'me, I don't fear facing the 
devil himſel. Faith it is a woman—faſt aſleep too. 

Inkle. And beautiful as an angel! 

Trudge. And, egad ! there ſeems to be a nice, lit- 
tle plump bit in the corner; only ſhe's an angel of ra- 
ther a darker fort. 

[nk/e, Huſh! keep back—ſhe wakes. [ Varico 
comes forward —lnkle and Trudge retire to oppoſite ſides 


of the ſcene. ] 


SONG—Yarico. 


Il hen the chace Ml day is done, 


And the ſhaggy hon's ſkin, 
Which, for us, our warriors win, 


Decks our cells, at ſet of ſun ; 


Worn with toil, with 7%, 
ene 


II. 


Then, once more, I ſee our train, 
With all our chace renew'd again: 
Once more, tis day, 
Once more, our prey 
Gnaſhes his angry teeth, and foams in vain. 
”_=_ in ſullen haſte, he flies, 
1 urs in the tail, again he * - 
gain he roars==and, in ers, dies. 
* Tulle 


- 
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Inkle. Our language 
p Trudge. Zounds, ſhe has thrown me into a cold 

weat, 

Tarico. Hark! I heard a noiſe ! Wowſki, awake 
' whence can it proceed! [She wakes Wowlſki, and they 
both come forward —— Y arico towards Inkle ; Wowſki 
towards T rudge. ] 

Trudge, Madam your very humble ſervant.” 

(To Meuſti. 

Yar. Ah! what form is this? are you a man? 

Inkle. True fleſh and blood, my charming heathen, 
I promiſe you. 

Yar. What harmony in his voice ! What a ſhape' 
How fair his ſkin too | (gazing ) 

Trudge. This muſt be a lady of quality, by her 
ſtaring, | 

Yar. Say, ſtranger, whence come you ? 

. Juke. From a far diſtant iſland ; driven on this coal 
by diſtreſs, and deſerted by my companions. 

Yar. And do you know. the danger that ſurrounds 
you here? Our woods are fill'd with beaſts of prey 
my countrymen too——{yet, I think they cou*dn't fnd 
the heart)—--might kill you, It wou'd be a pityit 
you fell in their way I think I ſhou'd weep if you 
came to any harm. 5 

Trudge. O ho! It's time, I ſee, to begin makingin- 
tereſt with the chambermaid. (Takes Wowlki apart.) 

Inkle, How wild and beautiful ! ſure there's magie 
in her ſhape, and ſhe has rivetted me to the place. But 
where ſhall I look for ſafety ? let me fly, and avoid m 
death. | 

Yarico. Oh! no—But——( as puzzled )well then, 
die ſtranger, but don't depart. But I will try to pr. 
ſerve you; and if you are kill'd, Yarico muſt die too 
Yet, tis I alone can fave you: your death is certal 
without my afliſtance ; and indeed, indeed, you ſhall nd 
want it. | 

Inkl: My kind Yarico ! what means, then, muſt & 
us'd for my ſafety ? | 

Yarico. My cave mult conceal you: none enter! 


ſince my father was ſlain inbattle. I will bring you fook 
0 
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by day, then lead you to our unfrequented groves, b 
— to liſten to the nightingale. If 5 Mull 
lleep, I'll watch you, and wake you when there's danger. 
Intle. Generous Maid! Then, to you Iwill owe my 
life; and whil!t it laſts, nothing ſhall part us. 

Yar. And ihan't it, ſhan't it indeed ? 8 

Intle. No, my Yarica ! For when an opportunity 
offers to return to my country, you ſhall be my com- 
panion. 

Yar. What ! croſs the ſeas | 

Inkle. Yes. Help me to diſcovera veſſel, andyouſhall 
enjoy wonders, You ſhall be deck'd in ſilks, my brave 
— and have a houſe drawn with horſes to carry you. 

Yar. Nay, do not laugh at me---but is it ſo ? 

Inkle, It is indeed! 

Yar. Oh wonder! I wiſh my countrywomen cou'd 
ſee me But won't your warriors kill us ? | 

Intle. No, our only danger, on land, is here. 

Yar. Then let us retire further into the cave. Come 
---your ſafety is in my keeping. 

fille. I follow you- Vet, can you run ſome riſque 
in following me ? | 


- 


N 


O ſay, Bonny Laſs. 


Inkle O ſay, ſimple maid, have you form'd any nation 
of all rot dangers in 5 ing — 4 
When winds whiſtle ſhrilly, ab] won't they re- 
mind you, 
To ſigb, withregret, for the grot left behind you? 
Var. Ah! no, I cou'd follow, and ſail the world over, 
Nor think of my grot, when I look at my lover 
The winds which blow round us, your arms for 
my pillow, | 
Will 2 us to ſleep, whilſt we're roch d by each 
billow. 
* Inkle. Then, ſay, lovely laſs, what if happly ſpyin 
« Arich Laber wn 3 > 
2 * Tur. 
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« Var. 7! journey, with thee, love, to where the land 


narrows, 
« And ſling all my cares ut my back, with ny 
arrows.” 

Both. O fay then, my true love, we never will ſunder, 
Nor fbrink from the tempeſt, nor dread the big 
| thunder : | 
While conſtant, we'll laugh at all changes ef 

weather, 
And journey, all over the world, bath together. 
Exeunt; as retiring further into the Caye] 


Manent Trudge and Wowſki. 


Truage. Why, you ſpeak Engliſh as well as I, my 
little Wowſki. 

Wau. Iſs. 

Trudge. Iſs! And you learnt it from a ſtrange man, 
that tumbled from a big boat, many moons age, you ſay! 

Mou. Iſs- Teach me--- Teach good many. 

Trudge. Then, what the devil made em fo fl riz'd 
at ſeeing us] was helike me? ( Votuſti ſhakes her head), 
Not ſo ſmart a body, may-hap. Was his face, now, 
round, and comely, and---eh! (Stroaking his chin). 
Was it like mine ? 

I/Vawſ. Like dead leaf---brown and ſhrivel. 

Trudge. Oh, oh, an old ſhipwreck'd failor, I war- 
_ With white and grey hair, eh, my pretty beauty 
ſpot 
e Iſs; all white. When night come, he pu 
it in pocket. 

Trudge. Oh ! wore a wig. But the old boy taugit 
you ſomething more than Engliſh, I believe. 

Www. Iſs. 

Trudge. The devil he did! What was it? 

Wo. Teach me put dry graſs, red hot, in hol. 
low white ſtick. 

Trudge. Aye, what was that for ? 


IWauj, 
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WWanoſ. Put in my mouth- go poff, poff? 

Trudge. Zounds ! did he teach you to ſmoke? 

Meiuſ. Is. 1 | 

Trudge. And what became of him at laſt ? What 
did your countrymen do for the poor fellow ? 

2 Eat him one day---Qur chief kill him. 

T rudge. Mercy on us ! what damn'd ſtomachs, to 
ſwallow a tough old Tar ! Though, for the matter of 
that, there's many of our Captains would eat all they 
kill I believe ! Ah, poor Trulge! your killing comes 
next, : 

Wmwyſ. No, no---not you---no--—( running to him 
enxiouſly) 

Trudge. No? why what ſhall I do, if I get in their 

aws? | 
bs I fight for you! 

Trudge. Will you? Ecod ſhe's a brave, good- 
natur d wench! ſhe Il be worth a hundred of your Engliſh 
wives-- Whenever they fight on their huſband's account, 
it's with him inſtead of for him, I fancy. But how 
the plague am I to live here ? 

Iau. I feed you---bring you kid. 


SO N G. Vauſti. 


(One day, I heard Mary ſayg 


White man, never go 4 
Tell me why need you ? 

Stay, with your Wowſki, ſtay : 
Wowtſki will feed you. 

Cold moans are now coming in : 
Ah don't go grieve me 7 

TA wrap you in leopard's ſtin : 
White man, don't leave me. 


Ts: II, And 
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And when all the ſty is blue, 
Sun makes warm weather, 
Fl catch you a Cockatoo, 
Dre you in feather. 
MN her cold comes, or when 'tis hot, 
Ah don't go grieve me 


Poor Wowſki will be forgot--- 
White man, don't leave me 


Trudge. Zounds ! leopard's ſkin for winter wear, 
and feathers for a ſummer's ſuit | Ha, ha! I ſhall look 
like a walking hammer-cloth, at Chriſtmas, and an up- 
right ſhuttlecock, in the dog days. And for all this, if 
my maſter and I find our way to England, you ſhallbe 
7 of our travelling equipage; and, when I get there, 

Nl give you a couple of ſnug rooms, on a firſt” floor, 
and viſit you every evening 4s ſoon as I come from the 
counting houſe. Do you like it? 

Mot. Iſs. f 

Trudge. Damme, what a flaſhy fellow I ſhall ſeem in 

the city! I'll get her a white boy to bring up the tea- 
kettle. Then I'll teach you to write and dreſs hair, 
= You great man in your country? 
Trudge. Oh yes, a very great man. I'm head clerk 
of the . and firſt valet- de- chambre of the 
dreſſing- room. I pounce parchments, powder hair, 
black ſhoes, ink paper, ſhave beards, and mend pens. 
But hold; I had forgot one material point you ar'nt 
married, I hope ? 

Hou. No: you be my chum-chum ! 

Trudge. Sol will. It's beſt, however, to be ſureof 
her being ſingle ; for Indian huſbands are not quite ſo 
complaiſant as Engliſh ones, and the vulgar dogs might 
think of looking a little after their ſpouſes. Well, 2s 
my maſter ſeems king of this palace, and has taken his 
Indian Queen already, I'll e'en be Uſher of the black 
rod here. But you have had a lover or two in you 
time; ch, Wowſki ? | 

Ae Oh iſfs---great many--l tell you. 

DUETT. 
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Woywſ. 8 Swampum, Tanto, Lanks, Nanks, 


ownatowſrt, 

Black men—-plenty---twenty---fight for me, 
White man, woo you true? 
Trudge. ho? 
Wowl. — * 
Trudge. Yes, pretty little Waowſki ! 
Wowi. Then I leave all and follow thee. 
Trudge. Oh then turn about, my little tawny tight one! 

Don't you like me? 
Wowſ. I, youre like the ſnow ! | 
If you flight ont. f 

Trudge. Never, not 15 any white one : 

You are beautiful as any ſloe. 
Wowſ. Wars, jars, ſcars can't expoſe ye, 

In our gt. 

Trudge. So ſnug and coſey ! 
Wowi. eg neatly . 

ict d, ſhall fweetly 

5 Make your bed. 

Trudge, Coying toying 


With a 4 | 
ofcy, 
When Pm deſey, 


Bear- ſtin night-caps too ſhall warm my haud. 
Both, Bear-ſkin night-caps, &c. &c, 


End of the FIRST ACT, 


B 4 ACT. 


24 INKLE AND YARICO: 


ACT II. 


SCENE, The Quay at Barbadoes, with an Inn upon 
it. People employed in unlading Veſſels, carrying Bates 
of Goods, Fc. 


Enter ſeveral Planters. 


1% Plant. T Sweterthis morning, gentlemen, you may 

epend on't. My telefcope never fails me. I pop'd 
upon her as I was taking a peep from my balcony. A 
brave tight ſhip, I tell you, bearing down directly for 
Barbadoes here. | 

24 Plant. Ods my life | rare news! We have not 
had a veſſel arrive in our harbour theſe ſix weeks. 

34 Plant. Andthe laſt brought only madam Narciſſa, 
our Governor's daughter, from England; with a parcel 
of Jazy, idle, white folks about her. Such cargoes will 
never do for our Trade, neighbour. 

4th Plant. No, no: we want ſlaves. A terrible 
dearth of em in Barbadoes, lately! But your dingy paſ- 
ſengers for my money. Give me a veſſel like a collier, 

where all the lading tumbles out as black as myhat. But 
are you ſure, now, you ar*nt miſtaken? (to 1/7 Planter) 

1/t Plant. Miſtaken! *ſbud, do you doubt my glaſs! 
I can diſcover a gull by it ſix leagues off: I could fee 
every thing as plain as if I was on board, 

2 Plant. Indeed ! and what were her colours? 

1//, Plant. Um! why Engliſh——or Dutch 
or French I don't exactly remember. 

34 Plant, What were the ſailors aboard? 

1/t Plant, Eh! why they were Engliſh too——0r 


Dutch——or French can't perfectly recollect. 
4th Plant. 


Or 


it, 
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4th Plant. Your glaſs, neighbour, is a little like a 
glaſs too much: it makes you forget every thing you 
ought to remember. (Cry without, * A ſail, a ſail!” 

i/t Plant. Egad but I'm right tho'. Now gentle- 
men! 

All, Aye, aye; the devil take the hindmoſt. 

Exeunt haſtily. 


Enter Narciſſa and Patty, 
S. 0 . 


Freſbh now the breeze is blowing ; 
As yon ſhip at anchor rides, 
Sullen waves inceſſant flowing, 
Rudely daſh again the fades : 
So my heart, its courſe impeded, 
Beats in my perturbed breaſt ; 
Doubts, lite waves by waves ſucceeded, - 
Riſe, and ſtill deny it reſt. 


Patty, Well, Ma'am, as I was ſaying 

Nur. Well, ſay no more of what you were ſaying-- 
Sure, Patty, you forget where you are: a little caution 
will de nec now, I think. 

Patty. Lord, Madam, how is it poſſible to help talk. 
ing? We are in Barbadoes here to be ſure-- but then, 
Ma'am, one may let out a little in a private morning's 
walk by ourſelves. 

Nar. Nay, it's the ſame thing with you in doors. 

Patty. Why, to ſay the truth, M'am, tho? we do 
« live in your father's houſe Sir Chriftopher Curry, 
* the grand Governor that governs all Barbadoes— 
* and a terrible poſitive governor he is to be ſure 
yet, he'll find it a difficult matter to govern a cham- 
* bermaid's tongue, [I believe. 

«* Nar. That I am ſure of, Patty; for it runs as ra- 
* pidly as the tide which brought us from England. 

* Patty. Very true, Ma'am; and, like the tide, it 
* ſtops for no man, 

« Mar. 
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Narr. Well, well, let it run as you pleaſe; only for 
« my ſake, take care it don't run away with you, 

« Patty. Oh, Ma'am, it has been too well train'd 
« in the courſe of converſation, I promiſe you; and if 
<« ever it ſays any thing to your diſadvantage, my name 
is not Patty Prink.“ -I never blab, Ma'am, never, 
as J hope for a gown. 

Nar. And your never blabbing, as you call it, de. 
pends chiefly on that hope, I believe. The unlocking 
my cheſt, locks up all ow faculties. An old filk 2 
makes you turn your back on all my ſecrets; a large 
bonnet blinds your eyes, and a faſhionable high hand- 
kerchief covers your cars, and ſtops your mouth at once, 


8 

atty. Dear Ma'am, how can you think a body ſo 
mercenary! Am I always teaſing you about gowns and 
_=_ gaws, and fallals and finery? Or do you take me 
or a conjuror, that nothing will come out of my mouth 
but ribbons ? I have told the ſtory of our voyage, in- 
deed, to old Quzzle, the butler, who is very inquiſitive; 
and, between ourſelves, is the uglieſt old Quiz I ever 
ſaw in my life. 

Nar. Well, well, I have ſeen him; pitted with the 
ſmall-pox and a red face. | 
Path. Right, Ma'am. It's for all the world like 
his maſter's cellar, full of holes and liquor. But when 
he aſks me what you and I think of the matter, why! 
look wiſe, and cry like other wiſe people who have no- 

thing to Ry. All's for the beſt. 

Mer. And, thus, you lead him to imagine I am but 
little inclin'd to the match. 

Party. Lord, Ma'am, how could that be? Why, | 
never ſaid a word about Captain Campley. 

-- Var. Huſh! huſh, for heaven's ſake. 

Patty. Ay! there it is now.--- There, Ma'am, I'm 
as mute as a mack'rel- That name ſtrikes me dumb in 
a moment. I don't know how it is, but Captain Camp- 
ley ſomehow or other has the knack of ſtopping my 
mouth oftener than any body elſe, Ma'am, 

Nar. His name again ! ---Conſider.--Never men- 

tion it; I deſire you. 
| Path. 
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Patty. Not!, Ma'am, not I. But if our voyage from 
England was ſo pleaſant, it wasn't owing to Mr. Inkle, 
I'm certain. He didn't play the fiddle in our cabin, and 
dance on the deck, and come languiſhing with a glaſs 
of warm water in his hand, when we were ſea-ſick, Ah, 
Ma'am, that water warm'd your heart, I'm confident: 
Mr. Inkle ! No, No; Captain Cam « there, he 
has ſtopped my mouth again, Ma'am.” 

Mer. There is no end to this! Remember, Patty, 
keep your ſecrecy, or you entirely loſe my favour. 

Patty. Never fear me, Ma'am. But if ſomebody I 
know is not acquainted with the Governor, there's ſuch 
a thing as dancing at balls, and ſqueezing hands when 
you lead up, and ſqueezing them again when you caſt 
down, and walking on the Quay in a morning, 

« Nar, No more of this!“ 

Patoy. Oh, I won't utter a ſyllable. “ T'll go, and 
take a turn on the Quay by _— if you think pro- 
per.” (archly)- But remember, I'm as cloſeas a patch; 
box. Mum's the word, Ma'am, I promiſe you. 


S 0-/N 


This maxim let ev” ry one hear, 
Proclaim'd from the North to the South; 
Il hatever comes in at your ear, 
Showd never run out at your mouth, 
V, fervants, like ſervants of fate, 
but Shou'd liſten to all, and be dumb; 
Let others harrangue and debate, 


e lock wiſe-=-ſhake our heads.--and are mum. 


II. 


The Fudge in dull dignity dreft, 
In filence hears barriſters preach ; 
And then to prove filence is beſt, 


Hell get up, and give them a ſpecch. 
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By ſaying but little, the maid 
ill keep her fwain under her thumb; 
And the lover, that's true to his trade, 
I certain to kiſs, and cry mum. | [Exit] 


Nar. This heedleſs wench, every time ſhe ſpeaks, 
I dread a diſcovery of my ſentiments,” How awkward 
is my preſent ſituation ! Promis'd to one, who, perhaps, 
may never again be heard of; and who, I am ſure, if he 
ever appears to claim me, will do it merely on the ſcore 
of intereſt---preſs'd too by another, who has already, 
I fear, too much intereſt in my heart what can I do? 
What plan can I follow ? 


Enter Campley. 


Camp. Follow my advice, Narciſſa, by all means, 
Enliſt with me, under the beſt banners in the world, 
General Hymenfor my money] little Cupid's his drum. 
mer: he has been beating a round rub-a-dub on our 

hearts, and we have only to obey the word of command, 
fall into the ranks of matrimony, and march through 
life together. 

«Var. Halt! halt, Captain! you march too quick; 
beſides, you make matrimony a mere parade.” 

« Camp, Faith, TOs many it ſo atpreſent, 
But we are volunteers, Narciſſa] and I am for actual 
ſervice, I promiſe you.“ 

Nar. Then conſider our ſituation, 

Camp. That has been dulyconfider'd. In ſhort, the f 
caſe ſtands exactly thus—your intended ſpouſe is all for 


money : I am all for love: He is a rich rogue : I am d 
rather a poor honeſt fellow. He wou'd pocket your for- 0 
e 


tune; I will take you without a fortune in your pocket, 
« Nar. But where's Mr. Inkle's view of intereſt! 
Hasn't he run away from me ? 
« Camp. And 5 ready to run away with you 
“ you won't always meet with ſuch an offer on an emer- 


53 
* gency. No 
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Nur. Oh! I am ſenſible of the favour, moſt gallant 
Captain Campley; and my father, no doubt, will be 
very much oblig'd to you. 

mp. Aye, there's the devil of it! Sir Chriſtopher 
Curry's confounded good character knocks me up at 
once. Vet I am not acquainted with him neither; not 
known to him, even by ght; being here only a sa pri- 
vate gentleman on a viſit to my old relation, out of re- 
gimentals, and fo forth; and not introduc'd to the Go- 
vernor as other officers of the place: But then the re- 
port of his hoſpitality his odd, blunt, whimſical friend- 
{hip—his whole behaviour 

Mer. All ſtare you in the face, eh, Campley ? 

Camp. They do till they put me out of countenance : 
But then again, when Iſtare yon in the face, I can't think 
| have any reaſon to be aſham'd of my proceedings--I 
ſtick here between my Love and my Principle, like a 
ſong between a toaſt and a ſentiment, 

ar. And if yourlove and your principle were put 
in the ſcales, you doubt which would weigh moſt ? 

Camp. Oh, no ! I ſhou'd a& like a rogue, and let 
principle kick the beam: For love, Narciſſa, is as heavy 
as lead, and like a bullet from a piſtol, cou'd never go 
thro? the heart, if it wanted weight. 

Mr. Or rather like the piſtol itſelf, that often goes 
ef without any harm done. Your fire muſt end in 
ſmoke 1 believe. | 

Camp. Never whilſt —— 

Nar, Nay, -atruce toproteſtations atpreſent, What 
ſignifies talking to me, when you have ſuch oppoſi- 
tion from others? Why hover about the city, inſtead of 
doldly attacking the guard? Wheel about, captain] face 
the enemy March Charge! Rout em- Drive em 
defore you, and then 

Camp, And then 

Nor. Lud ba' mercy on the poor city! 


S@NG. 
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S ON G.——Ronveav. 
« Since ' tis vain to think of flying.” 


Mars wou'd oft, his conqueſt over, 
To the Cyprian Goddeſs yield; 
Venus gloried in a lover, 
Who, lite him, cou'd brave 5 
rs wou'd oft, Gt. 


II. 


In the cauſe of battles hearty, 
Still the God wou'd ſtrive to prove, 
He who ors an adverſe party, 
itteft was to meet his love. 
Mars wou'd oft, &. 


III. 


Hear then, Captains, ye who bluſter, 
Hear the God of War declare, 
Cowards never can paſs muſter ; 
Courage only wins the fair. 
| Mars wou'ld oft, Ec, 


Enter Patty, haſtily. 


Patty. Oh lud, Ma'am, I'm frighten'd out of ny 
wits ! ſure as I'm alive, Ma'am, Mr. Inkle is not dead; 
I faw his man, Ma'am, juſt now, coming aſhore in: 
boat with other paſſengers, from the veſſel that's come 
to the iſland. 

« Nar. Then one way or other I muſt determine. 

« Patty. But, pray Ma'am, don't tell the Captain, 
« I'm ſure he'll ſtick poor Trudge in his paſſion  ais 
« he's the beſt natur'd, peaceable, kind, loving (ou 
« in the world.” [Exit Patt) 

Nar. (to Camp.) Look'ye, Mr. Campley, ſomethin! 
has happen'd which makes me wave ceremonies. --If yu 

| meu 


— 
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mean to apply to my father, remember that delays are 
danger ous, 

Camp. Indeed ! 

Nar. 1 mayn't be always in the ſame mind, you 
know. (Smiling.) | 

Camp. Nay then---Gad, I'm almoſt afraid too-=-but 
living in this ſtate of doubt is torment. I'll e'en put a 
good face onthe matter; cock my hat; make my bow; 
and try to reaſon the Governor into compliance, Faint 
heart never won a fair Lady. | 


8-0: IN. 0: 


N dy ſhou'd Twain fears diſcover 
Prove a 65. 7 ſwain ? 
Ihy turn fhilly-ſhally lover, 
Only to prolong my pain ? 


II. 


IWhen we woo the dear enſlaver, 
Baldly aſe and ſhe will grant ;; 

How ſhould we obtain a favour, 
But ly telling what we want? 


III. 


Should the nymph be found complying, 
Nearly then the battle's won; 
Parents think "tis vain denying, 


When half the work is fairly done. 
8 [Exeunt. | 


Enter Trudge and Wowſki (as from the ſhip) with a 


dirty runner to one of the inns, 


= This way, Sir; if you will let me recom- 
men | 
Trudge, Come along, Wows! Take care of your 
furs, and your feathers, my girl, 
Wi. 
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Win. Iſs. | 
Trudge, That's right.---Somebody might ſteal 'em, 
perhaps. | 


Wnoſ. Steal !---What that? 
' Trudge, Oh Lord! ſee what one loſes by not being 
born in a Chriſtian country. 

Run. If you wou'd, Sir, but mention to your maſ. 
ter, the houſe that belongs to my maſter ; the beſt ac. 
commodations on the quay.— 

Trudge. What's your ſign, my lad? 

Run. The Crown, Sir---Here it is. | 

Trudge. Well, get us a room for half an hour, and 
we'll come : and harkee ! let it be light and airy, d'ye 
hear ? My maſter has been us'd to your open apart- 
ments lately. : 

Run. Depend on it Much oblig'd to you oh 

| ri. 

Mouſ. Who be that fine man? He great Princes 

Trudge. A Prince—-Ha ? ha |!-——--No, not quite a 
Prince---but he belongs to the Crown. But how dg 
you like this, Wows ? Isn't it fine? 

Waiwyſ. Wonder! 

Trudge. Fine men, eh 

Wow. Ifs ! all white; like you. 

Trudge. Yes, all the fine men are like me: As dif- 
ferent from your people as powder and ink, or paper and 
blacking. | 

oy And fine lady—PFace like ſnow. 

Trudge. What! the fine ladies complexions ? Ob, Wl | 
yes, exactly; for too much heat very often diſſolves WF » 
*em! Then their dreſs, too, fr; 

_ Your countrymen dreſs fo ? 

Trudge. Better, better a great deal. Why, a young 
flaſhy Engliſhman will ſometimes carry a whole fortune Mot 
on his back. But did you mind the women? All here WW in 
—and there; (pointing befere and behind) they have it all 
from us in England. —--And then the fine things they 
carry on their heads, Wowſki. 

Iſs. One lady carry good fiſn— ſo fine, 
the call every body to look t her. 
Trudy! 
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Trudge. Pſhaw! an old woman bawling flounders. 
But the fine girls we meet, here, on the quay--ſo round, 
and ſo plump | | | 
Nou. Lou not love me now. 06 

Trudge. Not love you ! Zounds, have not I given 
you proofs ? | | 

I/nuf. Iſs. Great many: But now you get here, 
you forget poor Wowlki ! AT: 

Trudge. Not I: I'II ſtick to you like wax. 

Hui. Ah! I fear! What make you love me now? 

Trudge. Gratitude, to be ſure, 

Mai. What that ? 

Trudge. Ha! this it is, now, to live without educa- 
ton. The poor dull devils of her country are all in the 
practice of gratitude, without finding out what it means; 
while we can teli the meaning of it, with little or ng 
practice at all, —-Lord, Lord, what a fine advantage 
Chriſtian learning is! Hark'ee, Wows !. 

IWavf. Ifs. | 

Trudze. Now we've accompliſh'd our landing, I'll 


| accompliſh you. You remember the inſtructions I gave 


vou on the voyage? 

Lau. Its. 

Trudge, Let's ſee now - What are you to do, when 
introduce you to the Nobility, Gentry, and others 
of my acquaintance ? 

1/5wſ. Make believe fit down; then get up. 

Trudge. Letmeſeeyoudoit. | She makes a law curteſy. ] 
Very well ! And how are you to recommend yourſelf, 
when you have nothing to ſay, amongſt all our great 
friends? 

Io. Grin—ſbew my teeth. 

Trudze, Right! they'll think you've liv'd with people 
of falhion. But ſuppoſe you meet an old ſhabby friend 
n misfortune, that you don't with to be ſeen to ſpeak to 
—what wou'd you do ? 

Jau. Look blind—not ſee him. 

Trude. Why wou'd you do that ? 

Jar. Cauſe I can't fee good friend in diſtreſs. 
7 That's a good girl! and I wiſh every body 


O 


e014] boaſt of ſo kind a motive for ſuch curſed cruel be- 
CG haviour. 
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haviour. Lord] how ſome of your flaſhybanker'sclerk; 
have cut me in Threadneedle; ſtreet. But come, tho 
we have got among fine folks, here, in an Engliſh ſettle. 
ment, I won't be aſham'd of my old acquaintance: 
yet, for my own part, Iſhould not be ſorry, now, to ſee 
my old friend with a new face.--Odſbobs ! 1 ſee Mr, 
Inkle--Go in, Wows ;—call for what you like beſt, 

Woof. Then, I call for you—ah ! I fear I not ſee 
you often now. But you come ſoon 


Ss ON G. 


Remember when we wall d alone, 
Aud heard, fo gruff, the lion growlhy 
And when the moon [o bright it ſhone, 
Ne ſaw the wolf look up and hotl; 
I tell you well, ſafe to our cell, 
- ile, tremblingh, 
You ſaid to me, 
--- nd hiſs'd fo fwert—dear Wowſki tell, 
How con'd I live without 3e? 


II. 


But now you come acreſi the ſea, 
And tell me here no monſters roar ; 
You'll walk alone and leave poor me, 
When wolves to fright you howl no more. 
| Bnt ah ! think well on our old cell, 
| Where tremblingly 
You kiſs'd poor me 
Perhaps you'll ſay—dear W owſki tell, 
How can I live without ye? 
[Exit Houſe, 


Trudge. Eh! oh! mymaſter's talking to ſomebody 
on the quay, Who have we here | 


Enter, 


a aww ow oO 
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Enter Firſt Planter, 
Plant. Hark'ee, young man ! Is that young Indian 


of your's going to our market ? 
rudge. Not ſhe—ſhe never went to market in all 
her life. 
Plant. I mean, is ſhe for our ſale of ſlaves? Our 
Black Fair? 
Trudge. A Black fair,! Ha! ha! ha! You hold 
it on a brown green, I ſuppoſe. 
Plant. She's your ſlave, I take it? | 
Trudge. Ves; and Pmherhumbleſervant, I take it. 
Plant. Aye, aye, natural enough at ſea.— But at how 
much do you value her t 
Trudge. Juſt as much as ſhe has ſaved me My own 
life. 
Plant. Pſhaw ! you mean to fell her? 
Trudge. ( airing) Zounds what a devil of a fel- 
low! Sell Wows !—my poor, dear, dingy wife 
Plant. Come, come, I've heard your ſtory from the 
ſhip,—Dorn't let's haggle; I'll bid as fair as any trader 
amongſt us: But no tricks upon travellers, young man, 
to raiſe your price, — Vour wife, indeed! Why ſhe's 
no Chriſtian ? | 
Trudze, No; but I am; fo I ſhalldoas I'd be done 
by, Maſter Black-market : and, if you were a good one 
yourſelf, you'd know, that fellow - feeling for a poor body, 
wio wants your help, is the nobleſt mark of our reli- 
gion,—l wou'd*nt be articled clerk to ſuch a fellow for 
the world. 
Plant. Hey-day! The booby's in love with her | 
9 ſure, friend, you wou'd not live here with a Black ? 
rudge. Plague on't ; there it is. I ſhall be laugh'd 
out of my honeſty, here.— But you may be jogging, 
friend; J may feel a little queer, perhaps, at ſhowing 
her face—but, dam'me, if ever I do any thing to make 
me aſham'd of ſhowing my own. 
Plant. Why, I tell you, her ve 2 
Trudge. Rot her — .. tell you what, 
Mr. Fair trader : If your head and heart were to change 
C 2 place 
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places, I've a notion you'd be as black in the face as an 
ink- bottle. 8 
Plant. Pſhaw e The fellow's a feol--a rude raſcal... 
heoughtto be ſentback to the ſavages, again. He's not 
fit to live among us chriftians. [ Exit. Planter, 
.« Trudge. Chriſtians ! ah! tender fouls they are, 
« to be ſure.” ö 


EE 3. 
American Tune. 


« Chriſtians are fo good, they ſay, 
Tender fouls as e er can le 
Let them credit it who „ 
What they're made of let us ſee. 
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II. 


« Chriſtian drovers, cbarming trade! 
Whe jo careful cattle drive , 

And the tender Chriſtian maid, 
Stweetly ſkinning eels alive. 


III. 


« Tender toniſh dames, who tate 

Whip in hand, and drive like males, 
Have thetr ponies nick'd---tomake 

The pretty creatures cock their tails J 


- "> , 


« Chriſtian boys will fby at cocks, 

Mort dogs, hunt cats, kill flies; 
Chriſtian Lords will learn to box, 

And give their noble friend black eyes,” 


Oh, here he is at laſt. 
Io : | Ent, 


th 


* 


R OPERA - 37 


Enter Inkle, and a ſecond Planter. 


Inkle. Nay, Sir, I underſtand your cuſtoms well : 
our Indian markets are not unknown to me. 

24, Plant. And, as you ſeem to underſtand buſineſs, 
[ need not tell you that diſpatch is the ſoul of it. Her 
name you ſay is OP 

Intle. Varico: But urge this no more, I beg you. 
[ muſt notliſten to it: For to ſpeak freely, her anxious 
care of me demands, that here,—chough here it may 
tem ſtrange -I ſhould avow my love for her. | 

Plant. Lord help you, for a merchant . What a 
« pretty figure you would cut upon Change” —It's the 
irit time I ever heard a trader talk of love; except, in- 
deed, the love of trade, and the love of the Sweet Molly, 
my ſhip. | 

Inile. Then, Sir, you cannot feel my ſituation. 
Plant. Oh yes, I can! We have a hundred ſuch 
caſes juſt after a voyage; but they never laſt long on land. 
Its amazing how conſtant a young man is in a ſhip! 
But, in two words, Will you diſpoſe of her, or no? 

1:k/-, In two words then, meet me here at noon, and 
we'll ſpeak further on this ſubject : and leſt you think 
[trifle with your buſineſs, hear why I with this pauſe. 
Chance thre me, on my paſſage to your iſland, among 
aſavage people. Deſerted, —defenceleſs,—cut off from, 
mycompanions,—my life at ſtake—to this young crea- 
ture I owe my preſervation z--ſhe found me, like adying 
bough, torn from its kindred branches; which, as it 
droop'd, ſhe moiſten'd with her tears. 

Plant, Nay, nay, talk like a man of this world. 

/ikle. Your patience.—And yet your interruption 
goes to my preſent feelings; for on our fail to this your 
:lani—the thoughts of time miſpent—doubt---fears— 
tor call it what you will---have much perplex'd me; 
and as your ſpires aroſe, reflections till roſe with them; 
or here, Sir, lie myintereſts, great connections, and other 
wolgaty matter>—which now I need noþ mention 

Plant, But which her preſence here will mar, 
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Intl. Even ſo—And yet the gratitude I owe her 

Plant. Pſhaw! So becauſe ſhe preſerv'd your life, 

ou gratitude is to make you give up all you have to 
ive upon. 


Inile, Why in that light indeed---This never ſtruck 


me yet, I'll think or't. 

lant. Aye, aye, do ſo- Why what return can the 
wench wiſh more than takingher from a wild, idle, fa. 
vage people, and providing tor her, here, with reputable 
hard work, in a genteel, poliſhed, tender, chriſtian 
country ? 

Inkle, Well, Sir, at noon 

Plant. I'll meet you---but remember, young gen- 
tleman, you muſt get her off your hands-- you mult in. 
deed.----I ſhall have her a bargain, I ſee that—your 
ſervant l- Zounds how late it 1s--but never be put out 
of your way for a woman---I muſt run---my wife will 
play the devil with me for keeping breakfaſt. [ Exit, 

2 1 

Trudge. Sir | 

Infkle. Have you provided a proper apartment ? 

Trudge, Yes, Sir, at the Crown here; a neat, 
ſpruce room they tell me. You have not ſeen fuch a 
convenient lodging this good while, I believe. 

Inkle. Are there no better inns in the town ? 

Trudge. Um—--Why there's the Lion, I hear, 
and the Bear, and the Boar—but we ſaw them at the 
door of all our late Jodgings, and found but bad accom- 
modations within, Sir. 

Intle. Well, run to the end of the quay, and con- 
duct Yarico hither. The road is ſtraight before you: 
you can't mils it. | 

Trudge. Very well, Sir. What a fine thing it is to 
turn one's back on a maſter, without running into a 
wolf's belly! One can follow one's noſe on a meſſage 
here, and be ſure it won't be bit off by the way. Loom 

Intle. Let me reflect a little.“ This honeſt planter 
& councils well.“ Part with her--< What is there in it 
ce which cannot eaſily be juſtified ?” Juſtified !-.Pſhaw 
My intereſt, honour, engagements to Narcifla, all de- 


mand it. My father's precepts, too--I can * 
n 


— 
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when I was a boy, what pains he took to mould me - 
School'd me from morn to night--and ſill the burthen 
of his ſong was--Prudence! Prudence, Thomas, and 
you'll riſe,--Early he taught me numbers; which he faid 
and he ſaid rightly--wou'd give me a quick view of loſs 
and profit; and baniſh from my mind thoſe idle im 

of paſſion, which mark young thoughtleſs ſpendthrifts. 
His maxims rooted in my heart, and as I grew they 
grew; till I was reckoned, among our friends, a ſteady, 
ſober, ſolid, good young man ; and all the neighbours 
call'd me the prudent Mr. Thomas. And ſhall I now, at 
once, kick down the character, which I have rais'd ſo 
warily ?---Part with her. ſell her, The thought 
once ſtruck me in our cabin, as ſhe lay ſleeping by me; 
but, in her lumbers, ſhe paſt her arm around me, mur- 
mur'd a bleſſing on my name, and broke my meditations, 


Enter Varico and Trudge. 


Yar, My Love! 

Trudge. J have been ſhowing her all the wigs and 
bales of goods we met on the quay, Sir, 

Tar. Oh! I have feaſted my eyes on wonders, 

Trudge. And I'll go feaſt on aſlice of beef, in the inn, 
here. | Exit, 

Yar, My mind has been ſo buſy, that I almoſt for- 
got even you, I wiſh you had ſtaid with me--You 
wou'd have ſeen ſuch fights ! 

[:k/z, Thoſe ſights are grown familiar to me, Varico. 

Yar, And yet 1 wiſh they were not-—-You might 
partake my pleaſures—but now again, methinks, I will 
not with ſo—for, with too much gazing, you might 
negle& poor Yarico, 

intle, Nay, nay, my care is ſtill for you, 

Yar, I'm ſure it is: and if I thought it was not, 
T tell you tales about our poor old grot—Bid you re- 
member our Palm- tree near the brook, where in the ſhade 
you often ſtretched yourſelf, while I would take your 
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M ould check the brook's umpetuous pace, 


head upon my lap, and ſing my love to my I know 
you'll love me then. | 


S: DO NG. 


Our grotto was the ſweeteſt place“ 
The bending bows, with fragrance blowing, 


Which murmur'd to be flopt from flowing, 
Tas there we met, and gazed our fill, 
Ah ! think on this, and love me fill. 


II. 


Tu as then my biſom firſt knew fear, 

Fear, to an Indian maid a ffrangere-= 

The war-ſomg, arrows, hatchet, ſoear, 
All warn'd me of my lover's danger, 

For him did cares my boſom fill; 

Ah ! think on this, and love pio ſtill. 


III. 


&« For him, by day, with care conceaÞd, 
« To fearch for food 1 climb'd the mountain; 
ce And when the night no form reveal d, 
« Tecund we ſought tne bubbling fountain, 
Den, then woutd joy my bofom fil; 
« 4h! think on my and [ve me till. [Exeunt 


SCEN E, = apartment in the houſe of Sir Chriſtopic 
Curry. 


Enter. Sir Chriſtopher and Medium. 


Sir, Chr. I tell you, old Medium, you are all wrong 
Plaguc on your doubts ! Jnkle /pail have my Narcift 


Poor 


ron? 
pool 


Poor fellow! I dare ſay he's finely chagrined at this tem- 
porary parting Eat up with the blue devils, I warrant. 
Med. Eat up by the black devils, I warrant ; for L 
left him in helliſh hungry company. Yet 
Sir. Chr. Pſhaw! he'll arrive with the next veſſel, 
depend on't—befides, have not I had this in view ever 
ſince they were children? I muſt and will have it fo, I 
tell you. Is not it, as it were, a marriage made above? 
They /ball meet, Pm poſitive. 7 
d. Shall they? Then they muſt meet where the 
marriage was made ; for hang me, if I think it will ever 
happen below. | 
Sir. Chr. Ha land if that is the caſe--hang mg, 
if I think you'll ever be at the celebration of it. 
Med. Yet, let me tell you, Sir Chriſtopher Curry, 
my character is as unſullied as a ſheet of white paper. 
Sir Chr, Well ſaid, old fool's-cap! and it's as mere. 
blank as a ſheet of white paper. It bears the tracts 


* of neither a bad nor a good hand upon it. Zounds! 


« T had rather be a walking libel on honeſty, than fit 

« down a blank in the library of the world. 2 
„ed. Well, it is not for me to boaſt of virtues: 

That's a vice I never give into. \Þ 

Fir Chr, Your virtues ! zZounds, whatare they? 

« 1:4. I am not addicted to pathon--that at leaſt, 
« Sir Chriftopher=--- . | 

Sir Chr. Is like all your other virtues--A nega- 
tive one.“ Youare honeſt, old Medium, by compariſon, 
juſt as a fellow ſentenc'dto tranſportation is happier than 
is companion condemned to the gallows--- Very wor- 
thy, becauſe you are no rogue; © a good friend, becauſe 
vou never bear malice ;”” Tender hearted, becauſe you 
never g to firesand executions; and an affectionate fa- 
ther and hutband, becauſe you never pinch your children, 
or kick your wife out of bed. 

Had. And that, as the world goes, is more than every 
man can fay for himſelf, Yet, ſince you force me to 
fp:ak my poſitive qualities--but, no matter,--you re- 
member me in London; “ and Mow, there was ſcarcely 

« alaud- 
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4 laudible inſtitution in town, without my name in the 
« lit, Hav'n't I given more tickets to recommend the 
« lopping off legs than any Governor of our Hoſpital ? 
0 _ didn't I, as Member of the Humane Society, 
bring a man out of the New River, who, it was after. 
wards found, had done me an injury ? 

Sir Chr. And, gam*me, If I wou'd not kick any man 
into the New River that had done mean injury. There's 
the difference of our honeſty. Oons! if you want to be 
an honeſt fellow, a& from the impulſe of nature. Why, 

ou have no more gall than a pigeon. 

c Med. That, I think, is pretty evident in my pri- 
* vate life.---Patience, patience you muft own, Sir 
« Chriſtopher, is a virtue. And I have fat and ſeen my 
© beſt friend abus'd, with as much quiet patience as any 
« Chriſtian in Chriſtendom. 

« Sir Chr. And I'd quarrel with any man, that 
“ abus'd my friend in my company. Offending my 
« ears is as bad as boxing them.” | 
Med. Ha! Youre always fo haſty; among the 
hodge-podgeof your foibles, paſſion is always predomi- 
nant. 

Sir Chr. So much the better. « A natural man, 
« unſeaſoned with paſſion, is as uncommon as a diſh of 
« hodge-podge without pepper; and deviliſh inſipid too, 
«< old Medium.”---Foibles, quotha ? foibles are foils 
that give additional luſtre to the gems of virture, You 
have not ſo many foils as I, perhaps. 

Med. And, what's more, I don't wan't 'em, Sir 
Chriſtopher, I thank you. 

Str Gr. Very true; for the devil a gem have you 
to ſet off with 'em. 

Med. Well, well; I never mention errors; that, ! 
flatter myſelf, is no diſagreeable quality.---It don't be- 
come me to ſay you are hot, 

Sir Chr. Sblood! but it does become you: it be- 
comes every man, eſpecially an Engliſhman, to ſpeak 
the dictates of his heart, 


SONG. 
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« O give me your plain dealing Fellows, 
« Who never from honeſty ſhrink ; 

« Not thinking on all they ſhould tell us, s 
« But telling us all that they think. 


II. 


« Truth from man flows life wine from a bottle, 
« 2 2 a full cup; 

« But, when truth flicks half way in the throttle, - 
« Man's worſe than a bottle cor d up. 


In. 


« Complaiſance, is a Gingerbread creatur fumammams 
« Us'd for ſhow, hke a watch, by each ſpark ; 
« Put truth is a golden repeater, 
« That ſets a man right in the dark.” 


« Med, But ſuppoſe his heart diQates to any one to 
« knock up your friend, Sir Chriſtopher ? 
« Sir Chr, Eh !----why----then it becomes me to 
knock him down. 
« 1:4. Mercy on us! If that was the conſequence 
ir of ſcandal in England now-a-days, all our fine gentle- 
men would cut each other's throats over a bottle; and, 
ou Wt © if extended to the card- tables, our routs would be 
* fuller of black eyes, than black aces.” 


be- Enter Servant. 
be. Serv. An Engliſh veſſel, Sir, juſt arrived in the 


eak harbour. | 
Sir Chr, A veſſel! Od's my life Now for the 

news—Lf it is but as I hope---Any diſpatches ? 
Serv, This letter, Sir, brought by a ſailor from the 
duay. | [Extt. 
« Fir 
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He's ſafe---ſafe and ſound at Barbadoes, 
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Sir Chr. Now for it! If Inkle is but amongf 
*em---Zounds! I'm all in a flutter ; my hand ſhakes 
like an aſpin leaf; and you, you old fool, are as tif 
« and ſtcady as an oak, Why arn't you like meal 
& tiptoe---all nerves ? | | 

Med. Well, read, Sir Chriſtopher.” 

Sir Chr, (opening the letter.) Huzza! here it is, 


— Sir, | 
My maſter, Mr. Inkle, is juſt arriv'd in your Barbour. 
Here, read, read! old Medium 

Med. ( Reading.) Um'---Your harbour ;---we were 
taken up by an Engliſb veſſel onthe 14th ultꝰ. He only watt 
till I have puff d his haiy, to pay bis reſpefts to you, and 
Aiſs Narciſſa : In the mean time, he has order'd me ts 


bruſb up this letter for your Honour from 


a Your humbis Servant, to command, 
Timothy Trudge, 
Sir Chr. Hey day! Here's a ſtile ! the voyage has 


jumbled the fellow's brains out of their places; the wa- 
ter has made his head turn round. But no matter; mine 
turns round, too. I'll go and prepare Narcifla diretly, 
they ſhall be married, ſlap-daſh, as ſoon as he comes 
from the quay. From Neptune to Hymen; from the | 
hammock to the bridal bed—Ha ! old boy! 

Aled, Well, well; don't flurry yourſelf---you're fo 
hot! | | 
Sir Chr. Hot! blood, arn't T in the Weſt Indies 
Arn't I Governor of Barbadoes ? He ſhall have her a: 
ſoon as he ſets his foot on ſhore. © But plague on't, he's 
fo flow.” ---She ſhall riſe to him like V enus out of the 
fea. His hair puff d! He ought to have been puthng, 
here, out of breath, by this time. 1 
Med. Verv true; but Venus's huſband is always 
ſuppoked to be lame, you know, Sir Chriſtopher. 


Sir 
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Sir Chr, Well, now do, my good fellow, run down 
to the ſhore, and ſee what detains him. [ Hurrying him elfe 

Med. Well, well; I will, I will. I. 

Sir Chr. In the mean time, I'll get ready Nareiſſa, 
and all ſhall be concluded in a ſecond. My heart's ſet 
upon it. Poor fellow! after all his rumbles, and 
tumbles, and jumbles, and fits of deſpair--I ſhall be re- 
io:ic'd to ſee him. I have not ſeen him ſince he was 
that high.---But, zounds | he's fo tardy ! 


* 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. A ſtrange gentleman, Sir, come from the 
quay, deſires to ſee you. | 4 

Sir Chr. From the quay ? Od's my life l- Tis 
he---"T'is Inkle! Show him up, directly. (Exit Servant.) 
The rogue 75 expeditious after all.--I'm ſo happy. 


Enter Campley. 


My dear Fellow! [ Embracing him---fhakes hands.] I'm 
rcjoic'd to ſee you. Welcome; welcome here, with all 
my foul ! | 
Camp. This reception, Sir Chriſtopher, is beyond 
my warmeſt wiſhes---Unknown to you | 
Ser Chr. Aye, aye ; we ſhall be better acquainted 
by and by, Well, and how, eh! Tell me !--But old 
Medium and I have talk'd over your affair a hundred 
times a day, ever ſince Narciſla arriv d. | 
(amd. You ſuppriſe me! Are you then really ac- 
lo quainted with the whole affair ? 
dir Chr, Every tittle. | 
Camp. And, can you, Sir, pardon what is paſt ?--- 
8 Sin Chr, Poch! how could you help it? 
nes Camp. Very true ſailing in the ſame ſhip--and- 
the Sir Chr. Aye, aye; but we have had a hundred 
ing conjectures about you. Your deſpair and diſtreſs, and 
a] that----Your's muſt have been a damn'd ſituation, 
to ſay the truth. A 
Camp. Cruel indeed, Sir Chriſtopher! and 1 
latter myſelf will move your compaſſion. I have 
been 
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deen almoſt inclin'd to deſpair, indeed, as you fay 
but when you conſider the paſt ſtate of my mind=._ 
the black proſpe& before me.— | 
Sir Chr. Ha! ha! Black enough, I dare ſay. 
Camp. The difficulty I have felt in bringing myſelf 


face to face to you. 
Sir Chr. That I am convinc'd of—but I knew you 


wou' d come the firſt opportunity. 


Camp. Very true: yet the diſtance between the 


Governor of Barbadoes and myſelf. { Boing. ] 

Sir Chr, Yes—a deviliſh way aſunder. 

Camp. Granted, Sir : which has diſtreſs'd me with 
the cruelleſt doubts as to our meeting. 

Sir Chr. It was a toſs up. | 

Camp. The old Gentleman ſeems develiſh kind. 


Now to ſoften him. ¶ Ae] Perhaps, Sir, in your 
younger days, you may have been in the ſame fitua. 
tion yourſelf, 
Sir Chr. Who? I! ſblood! no, never in my life. 
Camp. I wiſh you had, with all my foul, Sir Chriſ. 
topher. 
Sir Chr. Upon my foul, Sir, I am very much ob- 
liged to you. (Bowing) | 
Camp. As what I now mention might have greater 
weight with you. 
Sir Chr. Pooh! prithee! I tell you I pitied you 
from the bottom of my heart. 
Camp. Indeed! © Had you but been kind enough 
« to have ſent to me, how happy ſhould I have been 
« in attending your commands 
« Fir Chr. I believe you wou'd, egad—ha ! ha! 
« ſent to you! Very well! ha! ha! ha! A dy 
& rogue! You'd have been ready enough to come my 
“ boy, I dare fay. (Laughing. 
. Rut now, Sir ;” if, with your leave, Im 
ſill venture to mention Miſs Narciſſa 
Sir Chr. An impatient, ſenſible young dog ! like 
me to a hair ! Set your heart at reſt, my boy. She's 
your's ; your's before to-morrow morning. 
. Amazement! I can ſcarce belicve my ſenſes 
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Sir Chr. Zounds ! you ought to be ought of you 
ſenſes: but diſpatch—-make ſhort work — Lale 
you live, my boy. 


Enter Narciſſa and Patty. 


Here girl: here's your ſwain. [To Nar. 
Camp. Ijuſt parted with my Narciſſa, on the quay, 


ir. 

Sir Chr, Did you! Ah, fly dog----had a meeting 
before you came Fas the old 4. — here 
Take him, and make much of him and, for fear of fur- 
ther ſeparations, you ſhall e' en be tack'd together di- 
rectly. What ſay you, girl? IS 

Camp. Will my Narciſſa conſent to my happineſs ? 

Mer. I always obey my father's commands, with 
pleaſure, Sir, 

Sir Chr, Od! I'm fo happy, I hardly know which 
way to turn; but we'll have the carriage directly; drive 
down to the quay ; trundle old Spintext into church; 
and hey for matrimony |! 

Camp. With all my heart, Sir Chriſtopher ; the 
ſooner the better. 


dir CHRISTOPHER, CAMPLEY, NARCISSA, 
PATTY. 


vir Chr, Your Colinettes, and Arriettes, 
Your Damons of the grove, 
Wha like Fallals, and Paſtorals, 
Wafte years in love ! 
But modern folks know better jokes, 
And, courting once begun, 
To church they hop at once-=-=and pop-== 
Egad, alls done 


Al. In a we prance a country dance, 
ere every couple ſtands ; 
Their partners ſet—a while curvett - 
But ſoon join hands, 
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Nar. l ben at our feet, ſo trim and nat. 

The powder'd lover ſues, 5 

He vows he dies, the lady ſighs, 

But can't refuſe. 
Ah ! haw can ſhe unmov'd ere ſee 
Her fwain his death incur ? 
F once the Squire is ſeen expire, 
2 4 H: lives 0 — 

All. In life, &c. Sc. 


Patty. When ap and Bet are 3 met, 

John boldly tries his luct; 

„Ie fleals a bufs, without more fuſs, 
The bargain's ſtruck, 


Whilſt things below are going ſo, 

I Betty pray to blame? | 

Who knows up ftairs, her miftreſs fares 
Juſt, juft the ſame. 1 


All. - In life we prance, &c. C. [Exeunt] 


| End of the SECOND ACT. 
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ACT Iii. 


SCENE I. De nay. 


Enter Patty. A 


M. RCV onus ! what a walk I have had of it! 
Vell, matters go on ſwimmingly at the governor's 
The old gentleman has order'd the carriage, and the 
young couple will be whiſk*d, here, to church, in a quar- 
ter of an hour. My buſineſs is to prevent young ſober- 
ſides, young Inkle, from appearing, to interrupt the cere- 
mony. Ha!] here's the Crown, where Ihear he is hous'd. 
do now to find Trudge, and trump up a ſtory, in the true 
ſtile of a chambermaid. (Goes into the houſe.) ( Patty 
within) I tell you it don't ſignify, and I will come up. 
Trudge within.) But it does ſignify, and you can't 
come up. 


Re-enter Patty, with Trudge. 


Patty. You had better ſay at onee, I ſhan't. 

Trudge, Well then you ſhan't. 

Patty. Savage! Pretty behaviour ou have pick'd 
p amongſt the Hyttypots ! Your London civility, like 
London itſelf, will ſoon be loſt in ſmoke, Mr. 'Trudge; 
ind the politeneſs you have ſtudied ſo long in Thread- 
needle-ſtreet, blotted out by the blacks you have been 
ing with. 

Trude. No ſuch thing; I praftis'd my politeneſs all 
the while I was in the woods. Our very lodging taught 
me good manners ; for I could never bring myſelt to 
20 into it withcut bowing. | | 

Patty, Don't tell me! A mighty civil reception 
jon give a body, truly, after a ſix weeks parting: 

D rudge. 
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Trudge. Gad, you're right; I am a little out here, 
to be ſure, (Kiſſes her.) Well, how do you do? + 
Patty. Pſhaw, fellow! I want none of your kiſſes. 
Trudge. Ohl very well --Þ'll take it again. (Offer; 
10 kiſs her.) 
atty. Be quiet. I want to ſee Mr. Inkle : Thaye 
a meſſage to him from Miſs Narcifla, I ſhall get a fight 
of him, Now, I believe. | 

Trudge. May be not. He's a little buſy at preſent, 

Patty. Buſy---ha ! Plodding ! What he's at his 
multiplication again ? 

Trudge. Very likely; ſo it would be a pity to inter. 
rupt him, you know. 

Patty. Certainly; and the whole of my bufineſ 
was to prevent his hurrying himſelf---Tell him, we 
ſhan't be ready to receive him, at the Governor's, til 
to-morrow d'ye hear ? 

Trudge, No? 

Patty. No. Things are not prepared. The place 
isn't in order; and the ſervants have not had proper no- 
tice of the arrival. 

Trudge. Oh! let me alone to give the ſervants notice 
-Rat-- Tat- Tat--It's all the notice we had in Tread- 
needle- ſtreet of the arrival of a viſitor. 

Patty. Threadneedle ſtreet! Threadneedle nonſenſe! 
F'd have you to know we do every thing, here, with an 
air. Matters have taken another turn---Stile ! Stile, 
Sir, is required here, I promiſe you, 

Trudge. Turn--Stile! And pray what Stile wil 
ſerve your turn now, Madam Patty; 
® Patty. A due dignity and decorum, to be ſure. Sit 
Chriſtopher intends Mr. Inkle, you know, for his ſon- 
in-law, and muſt receive him in public form, (which 
can't be till to-morrow morning) for the honor of his 
governorſhip : why the whole iſland will ring of it. 

Trudge. The devil it will! 

Patty, Ves; they've talk'd of nothing but my mil- 
treſs's beauty and fortune, for theſe fix weeks, Then 
he'll be introduced to the bride, you know. 

Trudge, O, my poor maſter | 

Patty. Then a publick breakfaſt; then a proceſſion; 


then 
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then---if nothing happens to prevent it, he'll get into 


church and be married, in a crack, 
Trudge, Then he'll get into a damn'd ſcrape, in a 


crack. 


« Patty. Hey-day l a ſcrape! The holy ſtate of ma- 
rimony! 

"Trades Yes; it's plaguy holy; and many of its vo- 
taries, as in other holy ſtates, live in repentance and mor- 
tification.” Ah! Poor Madam Yarico ! My poor pil- 
garlick ofa maſter, what will become ofhim ! ( Half aſide.) 

Patty, Why, what's the matter with the booby ? 
| Trudge. Nothing, nothing——he'll be hang'd for 
poli-bigamy. | 

Patty. Polly who? 

Trudge. It muſt out— Patty! 

Patty. Well? 

Trudge. Can you keep a ſecret ? 

Patty. Try me 

Trudge. Then [ Whiſpering] My Maſter keeps a girl. 

Patty. Oh monſtrous ! another woman ? 

Trudge. As ſure as one and one make two. 

Fatty. [ Afide.] Rare news for my miſtrels Why 
| can hardly believe it: the grave, fly, ſteady, ſober Mr. 
Inkle, do ſuch a thing ! | 

Trudze, Pooh ! it's always your fly, ſober fellows, 
that go the molt after the girls. 

Paliy. Well; I ſhould ſooner ſuſpect you. 

Trudze, Me? Oh Lord! he! he Do you think 
any ſmart, tight, little, black eyed wench, wou'd be 
[truck with my figure? { concettedly. ] | 

Patty. Pſhuw ! never mind your figure. Tell me 
how it happen'd ? 

Trudge., You ſhall hear: when the ſhip left us aſhore, 
my maiter turn'd as pale as a ſheet of paper. It isn't 
every body that's bleſt with courage, Patty, 

Patty. True! 

{rd4ge, However, I bid him cheer up; told him, 
to ſtick to my elbow : took the lead, and began our 
march. g 

Patty. Well? 

Trage. Wie hadn't gone far, when a damn'd one- 

D 2 eyed 
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eyed black boar, r na like a devil, came down 
the hill in Jog trot! My maſter melted as faſt as a pot 
of pomatum ! 

Patty. Mercy on us | 

Trudge. But what does I do, but whips out my deſk 
knife, that I us'd to cut the quills with at home; met 
the moaſter, and lit up his throat like a pen—The 
boar bled like a pi K 

1 Lord! 3 what a great traveller you 
are 

Trudge. Ves; I remember we fed on the flitch for 
a week. | 

Patty, Well, well ; but the Lady. 

Trudge. The Lady? Oh, true, By and by we 
came to a cave—a large hollow room, under ground, 
like a warehouſe in the Adelphi—Well ; there we were 
half an hour, before I could get him to go in ; there's 
no accounting for fear you know. At laſt, in we went 
to a place hung round with ſkins, as it might be a 
Furrier's ſhop, and there was a fine Lady, ſnoaring on 
a bow and arrows. 

Patty. What, all alone? 

Trudge. Eh !—--No--—no-— Hum-—She had a 
young lion by way of a lap-dog. 

Patty. Gemini; what did you do? 

Trudge. Gave her a jog, and ſhe open'd her eyes 
ſhe ſtruck my maſter immediately, 

Patty. Mercy on us ! with what ? | 

Trudge. With her beauty, you Ninny, to be ſure: 
and they ſoon brought matters to bear. The wolves 
- witneſs'd the contract—I gave her away—The crows 
croak'd Amen; and we had board and lodging fa 
nothing. 

Patty. And this is ſhe he has brought to Barbadoes! 

Trudge. The ſame. 

Patty. Well; and tell me Trudge ;—ſhe's pretty, 
you ſay—Is ſhe fair or brown? or 

Trudge. Um! ſhe's a good comely copper. 

Patty. How ! a Tawney ? 

Trudoe, Yes, quite dark; but very elegant; like 2 
Wedgwood tea-pot, 8 


Path. 
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Patty. Oh! the monſter! the filthy fellow ! Live 
with a black-a-moor ! 

Trudge. Why there's no great harm in't, I hope ? 
Patty, Faugh! I wou'dn't let him kiſs me for the 
world : he'd make my face all ſmutty, 

Trudge. Zounds! you are mighty nice all of a ſud- 
den; but I'd have you to know, Madam Patty, that 
Blackamoor Ladies, as you call 'em, are ſome of the 
very few, whoſe complexions never rub off! S'bud, if 
they did, Wows and I ſhou'd have changed faces by this 
time—But mum ; not a word for your life.” 

Patty. Not I] except to the Governor and family. 
Aſde.] But I muſt run—and, remember, Trudge, if 
your maſter has made a miſtake here, he has himſelf to 
thank for his pains, 


— — 
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Tie levers, like markſmen, all aim at the heart, 
Some hit wide of the mark, as we wenches all know ; 
But of all the bad ſbots, he's the worſt in the art 
Ilha ſheets at a pigeon, and hills a cru ho ! 
Your maſter has kilPd a crow. 


I. 


Ihen younkers go out, the firſt time in their lives, 
At random they ſpoot, and let fly as they go; 

do your maſter, unſeilld how to level at wives, 
Has ſhot at a pigeon, and kilPd a crow. 


4 
5 O he &c, 
Ns III. 
18 Love and money thus waſted, in terrible trim ! 
81 His powder is ſpent, and his ſpot running low : 
8 * = pigeon be = Prue a notion, with him 

Vill never, for ſuch a miſtake, pluck a crow, 
5 * 5 / 17 

Your maſter may keep his crmy, 


[ Exit Patty, 


Trudge. Pſhaw ! theſe girls are ſo plaguy proud of 
their white and red! but I won't be ſhamed out of 
D 3 Wows, 
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Wows, that's flat. Maſter, to be ſure, while we were 
in the foreſt, taught 5 arico to read, with his pencil and 
pocket-bogk. What then? Wos comes on fine and 
faſt in her leſſons. A little awkward at firſt, to be ſure. 
— Ha ! ha !—She's ſo us'd to feed with her hauds, that 
I can't get her to eat her victuals, in a gentecl, Chriſtian 
way, for the foul of me; whenſhe has ſtuck a morſel on 
her fork, ſhe don't know how to guide it; but pops up 
her knuckles to her mouth, and the meat goes up toher 
ear. But, no matter After all the fine, flaſhy London 
girls, Wowſki's the wench for my money. 


„„ 
A Clerk I was in London gay, 


enmy linkum feedle, 
And went in beets to ſee the play, 
Merry fiildlem tu e cdlle. 
I march'd the lobi y, twirPd my flick, 
Diddle, daddle, decade; 
The girls all cryd, & He's quite the kick,” 
. Oh, Femmy linkum feedle. 


II. 
Fey ! fer America I fail, 


] ankee 4drodle digdle; 

The ſailor ds cr9%%, & ſmoke his tail!“ 
emmy linkum fecale. 

On Engliſh belles I turn'd my back, 
Didale, aadale, deedle ;; 

And gt a fereign Hair, quite Black, 
O twaddic, twaddle, tueedle ! 


III. 


Your Lenden girls, with rogutſh trip, 
WW heedle, wheedle, wheedle, 
Ann heat there pouting under-lip, 
{ waadle, ſaddle, ferdie, 
A Ht mu wor beat , undred ſuch, 
Hide, Ve, deedle, | 
Wheſe upper-lip pouts twice as much, © 
O, pretty double wheedle / | 
Iv, Rig 
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VL 
Rings PII buy to deck her toes ; 


Jemmy lintum feedle ; 
A feather fine ſhall grace her noſe: 
Waving fiddle ſeedle, 
IWith jealouſy 1 n&er ſhall burſt ; 
l hoid ſteal my bone of bone-a? 
A white Othelln, I can truſt 
A dingy Deſdemona. [Exit] 


. A room in the Crown. 
Enter. Inkle. 


know not what to think I have given her diſtant 
hints of parting ; but ſtill, ſo ſtrong her confidence in 
my affe ction, the prattles on without regarding me. Poor 
Yarico! I muſt not—cannot quit her. When J would 
ſpeak, her look, her mere ſimplicitydifarms me: I dare 
not wound ſuch innocence. Simplicity is Ike a ſmiling 
babe ; which, to the ruffian, that would murder it, 
ſtretching its little, naked, helpleſs arms, pleads, ſpeech- 
leſs, its own cauſe, And yet Narciſſa's family 


Enter. Trudge. 


Trudge. There he is, like a beau beſpeaking a coat 
---doubting which colour to chuſe Sir 

Inkle, What now ! 

Trudge. Nothing unexpected, Sir :—I hope you 
won't be angry, 

Inkle, Angry ! | 
. . I'm ſorry for it; but I am come to give you 
Joy, Sir! 

Inkle, Joy! of what? 

Trudge. A wife, Sir; a white one. I know it will 
vex you, but Miſs Narciſta means to make you happy, 
to-morrow morning. 

D 4 


Tnkle. 
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Intle. To-morrow ! | 

Trudge, Yes, fir; and as I have been out of em. 
ploy, in both my capacities, lately, after I have dreſs'd 
your hair, I may draw up the marriage articles. 

Inkle, Whence comes your intelligence, fir ? 

Trudge. Patty told me all that has paſs'd in the Go. 
vernor's family, on the quay, fir Women, you know, 
can never keepa ſecret. You'll be introduc'd in form, 
with the whole iſland to witneſs it. 

Inkle. So public too Unlucky! | 

Trudge. There will be nothing but rejoicings, in 
compliment to the wedding, ſhe tells me; all noiſe and 
uproar ! Married people like it, they ſay. 

Inkle. Strange! That I ſhould be ſo blind to my 
intereſt, as to be the only perſon this diftreſles ! 

Trudge, They are talking of nothing elſe but the 
match, it ſeems, 

Jnkle. Confuſion ! How can I, in honor, retract? 

Trude. And the bride's merits 

Inkle. True A fund of merits A wou'd not 
but from neceffity---a caſe ſo nice as this---I---wou'd 
not wiſh to retract. | | 

Jie. [1 hen they call her ſo handſome, 

Inkle. Very true! ſo handſome ! the whole world 
wou'd laugh at me: they'd call it folly to retract, 

Truage. And then they lay ſo much of her fortune. 

Inkle, O death! it T be madneſs to retradt. 
Surely, my faculties have ſlept, and this long parting, 
from my Narcilla, has blunted my ſenſe of her accom- 
pliſhments. Tis this alone makes me ſo weak and 
waveiing. I'll fee her immediately. [ Going.] 

Trudge. Stay, ſtay, fir; I am defir'd to tell you, 
the Governor won't open his gates to us till to-mor- 
row morning, and is now making preparations to fe- 
ceive you atbreakfaſt, with all the honours of matrimony: 

Inkie. Well, be it ſo; it will give me time, at al 
events, to put my affairs in train. 

Trud . <5 it's aſhort reſpite before executien; 
and if your honour was to go and comfort poor Madam 
Yarico—— | 

Inkl, 
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Intl.. Damnation! Scoundrel, how dare you offer 
your advice -I dread to think of her 

Trudze, I've done, fir, I've done--But I know I 
ſhould blubber over Wows all night, if I thought of 
parting with her in the morning. 

I:&e. Infolence ! begone, fir! 

Trudge. Lord, fir, I only bt OF) 

Inkle. Get down itairs, fir, directly. , 

Truize, [Going out.] Ah | you may well put your 
hand to your head ; and a bad head it muſt be, to for- 
get that Madam Y arico prevented her countrymen from 
peeling off the upper part of it. (Aſide.) [ Exit, 

Inkle. *Sdeath, what am I about? How have I flum- 
bered ? “ Rouſe, rouſe, good Thomas Inkle !”” Is it I- 
I--who, in London, laugh'd at the younkers of the town 
--and when I ſaw their chariots, with ſome fine, tempt- 
ing girl, perk'd in the corner, come ſhopping to the city, 
wou'd cry--Ah - -there fits ruin- there flies the Green- 
horn's money] then wonder'd with myſelfhow men cou'd 
trifle time on women; or, indeed, think of any women 
without fortunes. And now, forfooth, it reſts, with me 
to turn romantic puppy, and give up All for 'Love.--- 
Give up'--Oh, monſtrous folly !--thirtythouſand pounds! 


Trudge. (Peeping in at the door.) 


Trudze, May J come in, fir? 

I:4/e6, What does the booby want? 

Trudge. Sir, your uncle wants to ſee you. 

[nkle, Mr. Medium | ſhow him up directly. 

* rudge. 

He muſt not know of this. To- morrow ] muſt be 
* blunt with Yarico,” TI wiſh this marriage were more 
diſtant. that I might break it to her by degrees: She'd 
take my purpoſe better, were it leſs ſuddenly deliver'd. 
* . omen's weak minds beargrief, as colts do burdens : 
* Load them with their full wieght at once, and they 
* tink under it ; but, every day, add little, imper- 


* ceptibly, to little, *tis wonderful how much they'll 
carry.» 


** 


Enter 


53 INK LE and YA RICO: 


Enter Medium. 


Med. Ah! here he is! Give me your hand, Nephey! 
welcome, welcome to Barbadoes, with all my heart. 

Inkle, I am glad to meet you here, Uncle! 

Med. That you are, that you are, I'm ſure, Lord! 
Lord ! when we parted laſt, = I wiſh'd we were in 
a room together, if it was but the black hole ! © Since 
we ſunder'd, I have not been able to ſleep o'nights, for 
thinking of you. I've laid awake, and fancied I ſaw you 
ſleeping your laſt, with your head in the lion's mouth, 
for a night-cap; and I've never ſeen a bear brought 
over, to dance about the ſtreet, but I thought you might 
be bobbing up and down in its belly, 

Inkle. I am very much oblig'd to you. 

Med. Ay, ay, [ am happy enough to find you ſaſe 
and ſound, . you. Why, I've been hunting 
« you all over the quay, and been in half the houſes up- 
« on it, before I could find you; I ſhauld have been 
« here ſooner elſe, Whew !--I'm fo warm--I've run 
« as faſt ; 

« [nkle, As you did in the foreſt—Eh ! Mr, Me. 
« dium ? 

« Med. Well, well; thank heaven we are both 
& out of the {oreſt ! Hounſlow-heath at duſk is a trifle 
cc to it. I ſhall never ſee a tree without ſhaking, and, 
I cou'd not walk in a grove again with comfort, tho 
ce jt were in the middle of Paradiſe.” But, you havea 
fine proſpect before you now, young man. Fo come 
to take you with me to Sir Chriſlopher, who is impa- 
tient to ſee you. | 

Inkl. T; o-morrow, I hear, he expects me. 

Med. To-morrow! dire&tly—-this--moment---10 
half a ſecond.---I left him ſtanding on tip-toe, as he 
calls it, to embrace you ; and he's ſtanding on tip-toe 
now in the great parlour, and there he'll ſtand till you 
come to him. 

Inkle. Is he fo haſty ? 

Med. Haſty ! he's all pepper--and wonders you at? 
not with him, before it's poſſible to get at him. Haſty 


indeed 
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indeed! Why he vows you ſhall have his daughter this 
ry night. 
8 J. e. What a ſituation! 

Med. Why, it's hardly fair juſt after a voyage. 
But come, buitle, buſtle, he'll think you negle& him. 
He's rare and touchy, I can tell you ; and if he once 
takes it into his head that you ſhow the leaſt light to 
his daughter, it wou'd knock up all your ſchemes in a 
minute. | 

Inkle. Confuſton ! If he ſhould hear of Yarico! (Ade. ) 

Mad. But at preſent you are all and all with him; 
he has been telling me his intentions theſe ſix weeks, you'll 
be a fine warm huſband, I promiſe you. | 

Iikle, This curſed connection! (Aide. 

Mad. It is not for me, though, to tell you how to play 
your cards; vou are a prudent young man, and can 
make calculations in a wood. I need not tell you 
that the leaſt ſhadow of affront diſobliges a teſty old 
fellow: but, remember, I never {peak illof my friends.“ 

[ntle, Fool! fool! fool! (Aſide.) 

Hod. Why, what the devil is the matter with you? 

Inte. It muſt be done effectually, or all isloſt ; mere 
parting would not conceal it. (de. 

Med. Ah! now he's got to his damn'd Square Root 


„gain, I ſuppoſe, and Old Nick would not move him 


Why, nephew | 


Jude. The planter that I ſpoke with cannot be ar- 


riv'd--- but time is precious---the firſt I meet---come 
mon prudence now demands it. I'm fix'd ; I'll part 
with her. (Azle.) [ Exit. 

Hat. Daran me, but he's mad! The woods have 
turn'd the poor boy's brains; he's ſcalp'd, and gone 
crazy! Hoho! Inkle! Nephew! Gad, I'll ſpoil your 
arithmetick, I warrant me. [ Exit, 


S CE NE, The Quay. 
Erter Sir Chriſtopher Curry. 
Sir Cor, Os my life! I can ſcarce contain my hap- 


pineſs, I haveleſt them ſafe in church in the middle of 
the 
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the ceremony. I ought to have given Narciſſa away, 
they told me; but I caper'd about ſo much for joy, that 
Old Spintext adviſed me to go and cool my heels on the 

uay, till it was all over. Od, I'm ſo happy; and they 
ſhall ſee, now, what an old fellow can do at a wedding, 


Enter Inkle. 


Inkle. Now for diſpatch ! Hark'ee, old gentleman! 
{to the governor. ) | 

Sir Chr. Well, young gentleman ? 

Intle. If I miſtake not, I know your buſineſs here. 

Sir Chr. Egad ] believe half the iſland knows it, by 
this time. 

Inkle. Then to the point---I have a female, whom] 
with to part with. | 

Sir Chr. Very likely; it's a common cafe, now a- 
days, with many a man. | 

Inkle. If you could ſatisfy me you would uſe her 
mildly, and treat her with more kindneſs than is uſual-- 
for I can tell you ſhe's of no common ſtamp perhaps 
we might agree, 

Sir Chr. Oho! aflave! Faith, now T think on't, my 
daughter may want an attendant or two extraordinary 
and as you ſay ſhe's a delicate girl, above the common 
run, and none of your thick-lip'd, flat nos'd, ſquabby, 
dumpling dowdies, I don't much care if 

Inkle. And for her treatment--- 

Sir Chr. Look ye, young man; I love to be plain: I 
ſhall treathera good deal better than you wou'd, I fancy ; 
for, though I witneſs this cuſtom every day, I can't help 
thinking the only excuſe for buying our fellow creatures, 
is to reſcue em from the hands of thoſe who are unfeel- 
ing enough to bring them to market. 

[nkle. «© Somewhat too blunt, Sir; Jam no common 
trafficker, dependant upon proud rich planters.” Fair 
words old gentleman ; an Engliſhman won't put up an 
affront. 

Sir Chr, An Engliſhman! More ſhame for you 
Let Engliſhmenvluſh at ſuch practices, Men, * 
$ 0 
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ſo fully feel the bleſſings of liberty, are doubly cruel in 
depriving the helpleſs of their freedom. 

« [nkle. Confuſion ! 

« Sir Chr, *Tis not my place to ſay ſo much; but 
can't help ſpeaking my mind. 

nile. I muſt be cool” --Let me aſſure you, Sir, 
tis not my occupation; but for a private reaſon--an in- 
{tant preſſing neceſſity | 

dir Chr, Well, well, E have a preſſing neceſſity too; 
| can't ſtand to talk now; I expect company here pre- 
ſently ; but if you'll aſł for me to-morrow, at the Caſtle- 

Inkle, The Caſtle ! 

Sir Chr. Aye, Sir, the Caftle; the Governor's 
Caſtle; known all over Barbadoes. 
Intl. *Sdeath, this man muſt be on the Governor's 
eſtabliſhment: his ſteward, perhaps, and ſent after me, 
while Sir Chriſtopher is impatiently waiting for me. 
I've gone too far; my ſecret may be known---As tis, 
I'll win this fellow to my intereſt. (to him) One word 
more, Sir: my buſineſs muſt be done immediately; and 
as you ſeem acquainted at the Caſtle, if you ſhould fee 
me there--and there I mean to ſleep to-night 

Sir Chr. The Devil you do! 
ink/:, Your finger on your lips; and never breathe a 
ſyllable of this tranſaction. 
Sir Chr, No! Why not? 
ſnkle, Becauſe, for reaſons, which perhaps you'll 
Know to-morrow, I might be injured with the Gover- 
nor, whoſe moſt particular friend I am, 
dir Cr. So! here's a particular friend of mine, 
coming to fleep at my houſe, that I never ſaw in my lite. 
bound this fellow. (Aſide. (I fancy young gentleman, 
«5 You are ſuch a boſom friend of the Governor's, you 
cn hardly do anything to alter your fituation with him? 
* I ſhou'dn't imagine any thing could bring him to 
think a bit worſe of you than he does at preſent.” 
ike, Oh | pardon me; but you'll find that here- 
ater---belides, you, doubtleſs know his character? 
vir Chr, Oh, as well as I do my own. But let's 
un derſtand one another. You may truſt me, now you've 
gone 


—— - — is doth. _ 
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gone ſo far. Youare acquainted with his character, ny 


douht, to a hair? 


Intle. I am---I ſee we ſhall underſtand each other. 
You know him too, I ſee as well as I.--A very touchy, 


teity, hot old fellow. 
Si Chr. Here's a ſcoundrel ! 1 hot and touchy! 


Zounds! I can hardly contain my paſſion !---But ] 
won't diſcover myſelf. I'll fee the bottom of this 
(to in). Well now, as we ſeem to have come to a to. 
lerable explanation-—Let's proceed to buſineſs Bring 
me che woman. | 

Intle. No; there you muſt excuſe me. I rather 
wou'd avoid ſeeing her more; and wiſh it to be ſettle( 
without my ſeeming interference. My preſence might 
diſtreſs hei- Y ou conceive me? 

Si, Chr. Zounds ! what an unfecling raſcal The 
poor girl's in love withhim, I ſuppoſe. No, no, fair and 
open. My dealing's with you, and you only: I ſee her 
now, or 1 declare off. 

Inkle, Well then, you muſt be ſatished : yonder's 
my ſervant--ha-a thought has ſtruck me. Come here, 


Sir. 
Enter Trudge. 


I' write my purpoſe, and ſendit her by him---It's 
lucky that I taught her to decypher characters; my h- 


bour wow is paid. (Takes out his pocket-book and writes.) 


This is ſomevrhat leſs abrupt; *twill ſoften matters. 
te himſelf.) Give this to Yarico ; then bring her hither 
wich you. 

Trudge. I ſhall, Sir. (Gorrg.) 

Ini/e. Stay; come back. T his ſoft fool, if unin- 
ſtrucie!, may add to her diſtreſs : his drivelling ſymps- 
thy 1:.y feed her grief, inſtead of ſoothing it,—When 
ſhe has read this paper, ſeem to make light of it; tel 
her it is a thing of courſe, done purely for her good. | 


here ini her that I mult part with her, D'ye under. 


ſtand your Teflon ? 
Trudge, Pa=-part with Ma—madam T 
Mie. 
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Iutle. Why does the blockhead ſtammer !-—-I have 
my reaſons. No muttering- And let me tell you, fir, 
if your rare bargain were gone too, twou'd be the bet- 
ter: ſhe may babble our ſtory of the foreſt, and ſpoil my 
fortune. 

Tudge. I'm ſorry for it, ſir; I have lived with you a 
long while; I've half a year's wages too due the 25th ue. 
due ſor dreſſing your hair, and ſcribbling your parch- 
ments; but take my ſeribbling; take my frizzing; 
take my wages; and I, and Wows, will take ourſelves 
of together —ſhe ſav'd my live, and rot me, if any 
thing but death ſhall part us. 

Inte. Impertinent ! Go, and deliver your meſſage. 

T-1udrze, I'm gone, fir. Lord, Lord! I never car- 
cieda letter with ſuch ill will in all my born days. [ Exit. 

Sir Chr, Well--ſhall I fee the girl? 

Inkle, She'll be here preſently. One thing I had 
forgot: when ſhe is your's, I need not caution you, 
after the hints I've given, to keep her from the caſtle. 
I Sir Chriſtopher ſhould fee her, twould lead, you 
know, to a diſcovery of what I wiſh conceal'd. 

Hir Cr. Depend upon me---Sir Chriftopher will 
know no more of our meeting, than he does at this 
moment, 

[nkle, Your ſecrecy ſhall not be unrewarded ; I' 
recommend you, particularly, to his good graces. 

vir Chr. Thank ye, thank ye; but I'm pretty much 
in his good graces, as it is; I don't know any body he 
has a greater reſpect for, 


Re-enter Trudge. 


didn't you do as you were order'd ? didn't you ſpeak to 

her? | : 
Trudge. I cou'dn't, fir, I cou'dn't=--I intended 
to ſay what you bid me- but I felt ſuch a pain in my 
arvat, I cou'in't ſpeak a word, for the ſoul of me; and 
ſo, 
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ſo, Sir, I fell a crying. 
Inkle. Blockhead 
Sir Chr. *Sblood, but he's a very honeſt blockhead, 
Tell me, my good fellow--what ſaid the wench ? 
Trudge. Nothing at all, ſir. She fat down with her 
two hands claſp'd on her knees, and look'd fo pitifully 
in my face, I cou'd not ſtand it. Oh, here ſhe comes, 
I'll go and find Wows : if I muſt be melancholy, ſhe 
ſhall keep my company. [ Ext, 
: — aa Ods my life, as comely a wench, as ever 
W 


Enter Yarico, who looks for ſome time in Inkle's fac, 
burſts into tears, and falls on his neck, 


Tukle. In tears ! nay, Yarico! why this ? 
Yar. Oh do not—do not leave me! 
Inkle. Why, ſimple girl! I'm labouring for your good, 

My intereſt, here, is nothing : I can do nothing from 

myſelf, you are ignorant of our country's cuſtoms, | 

muſt give way to men more powerful, who will not 
have me with you. Butſee, my Yarico, ever anxious 
for your welfare, I've found a kind, good perſon who 
will protect you. 

| Yarico. Ah! why not you protect me? 

Intle. I have no means--how can ? 

Tarico. Jult as I ſheltered you. Take me to yon- 
der mountain, where I ſee no ſmoke from tall, high 
houſes, fill'd with your cruel countrymen. None of 
your princes, there, will come to take me from you, 

And ſhould they ſtray that way, we'll find a Jurking 

I. juſt like my own poor cave; where many a day 

fat beſide you, and bleſs'd the chance that brought you 
to it---that I might ſave your life, 
Sir Chr. His life] Zounds ! my blood boils at the 
ſcoundrel's ingratitude ! 
Yar, Come, come, let's go. 1 always feared theſe 
cities. Let's fly and ſeek the woods; and there well 
wander hand in hand together, No cares ſhall vex 
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then---We'll let the day glide by in idleneſs ; and you 
ſhall fit in the ſhade, and watch the ſun beam playing on 
the brook, while I ſing the ſong that pleaſes you. 
No cares, love, but for food---and we'll live cheerily L 
warrant---In the freſh, early morning, you ſhall hunt 
downour game, and! will pick you berries---and then, 
at night I'll trim our bed of leaves, and lie me down in 
peace--Oh ! we ſhall be ſo happy 

Inkle, This is mere triflizg--the trifling of an un- 
« enlighten'd Indian.“ Hear me Yarico. My coun- 
trymen and yours differ as much in minds as in com- 
plexions. We were not born to live in woods and 
caves----to ſeek ſubſiſtance by purſuing beaſts——We 
chriitians, girl, hunt money ; a thing unknown to you 
hut, here, 'tis money which brings us eaſe, plenty, 
command, power, everything; and of courſe Anne 
You are the bar to my attaining this; therefore *tis 
neceſſary for my good - and which I think you 
value 

Yarico. You know do; ſo much, that it would 
break my heart to leave you. : 

[nkle, But we muſt part: If you are ſeen with me, 
| ſhall loſe all. 

Yar, I gave up all for you—-my friends—my coun- 
try: all that was dear to me: and ſtill grown dearer 
fince you ſhelter'd there All, all was left for you--and 
were it now to do again--again I'd croſs the ſeas, and 
follow you, all the world over. 

[nkle, We idle time; Sir, ſhe is your's. See you 
obey this gentleman ; *twill be the better for you. 
(going. ) 

Jar. O barbarous ! (Holding him) Do not, do not 
abandon me 

Inkle, No more. 

Yar. Stay but a little: I ſhan't live long to be a 

urden to you: Your cruelty has cut me to the heart. 
Protect me but a little—or I'll obey this man, and un- 
dergo all hardſhips for your good; ſtay but to witneſs 
em. --I ſoon ſhall ſink with grief; tarry till then; and 
hear mebleſs your name when Iam dying; and beg you, 
| E now 
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now and then, when I am gone, to heave a ſigh for your 

r Yarico. 

Inkle. I dare not liſten. You, Sir, I hope, will take 
good care of her. (going.) 

Sir Chr. Care of her !---that I will- -I'Il cheriſh 
her like my on daughter; and pourbalm into the heart 
of a poor, innocent girl, that has been wounded by the 
artifices of a ſcoundrel. 

Inkle. Hah ! *Sdeath, fir, how dare you !— 

Sir Chr. *Sdeath, Sir, how dare you look an honeſt 
man in the face ? | 

Inkle. Sir, you ſhall feel--- 

Sir Chr. Feel !—It's more than ever you did, I be. 
lieve. Mean, ſordid, wretch ! dead to all ſenſe of ho- 
nour, r or humanity- I never heard of ſuch bar. 
barity I havea ſon-in-law, who has been leſt in theſame 
ſituation; but, if I thought him capable of ſuch cruelty, 
dam' me if I wou'd not return him toſea, with a peck loaf, 
in a cockle ſhell Come, come, cheer up, my girl! 
You ſhan't want a friend to protect you, I warrant 
you.—(taking Yarico by the hand.) | 

Inkle. Inſolence! The Governor ſhall hear of this 
inſult. 

Sir Chr, The Governor ! lyar! cheat! rogue 
impoſtor | breaking all ties you ought to keep, and pre- 
tending to thoſe you have no right to. The Governor 
never had ſuch a fellow in the whole catalogue of his 
acquaintance—the Governor diſowns you—the Go- 

vernor diſclaims you--the Governor abhors you; and to 
your utter confuſion, here ſtands the Governor to tell you 
ſo. Here ſtands old Curry, who never talked to a rogue 
without telling him what he thought of him. 

Inkle. Sir Chriſtopher Loſt and undone ! 

Med. [ Mithout.) Holo! Young Multiplication! 
Zounds ! I have been peeping in every cranny of the 
houſe. Why, young Rule of three ! ( Enters from the 
Inn.) Oh, here you are at laſt-— Ah, Sir Chriſtopher! 
What are you there! too impatient to wait at home. 
But here's one that will make you eaſy, I fancy. (Ga. 
ging Inkle on the ſhoulder.) 85 
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Sir Chr. How came you to know him? 

Med. Ha! ha! Well, that's curious enough too. So 
you have been talking here, without funding out each 
other. 

Sir Chr. No, no; I have found him out with a 
Vengeance, 

Med. Not you. Why this is the dear boy. It's 
my nephew, that is ; your ſon in law, that is to be, It's 
Inkle! | 
Sir Chr. It's a lie; and you're a purblind old booby 
—and this dear boy is a damn'd ſcoundrel. 

Med. Hey-dey what's the meaning of this? One 
was mad before, and he has bit the other, I ſuppoſe. 

Sir Chr. But here comes the dear boy----the true 
boy—the jolly boy, piping hot from church, with my 
daughter, 


Enter Campicy, Narciſſa, and Patty. 


Med. Campley ! | 

Sir Chr, Who? Campley; —It's no ſuch thing. 

Camp. That's my name, indeed, Sir Chriſtopher, 

Sir Chr. The Devil it is! And how came you, Sir, 
to impoſe upon me, and aſſume the name of Inkle? A 
name whica every man of honeſty ought to be athamed 
of, 

Camp. I never did, fir.—Since I failed from England 
with your daughter, my affection has Gly encreaſed: 
and when I came to explain myſelf to you, by a number 
of concurring circumſtances, which I am now partly 
1cqua:nted with, you miſtook me for that gentleman. 
Yet had 1 even then been aware of your miſtake, I muſt 
confeſs, the regard for my own happineſs would have 
tempted me to let you remain undecety'd. 

Sir Chr. And did you, Narcitia, join in- 

Nar. How could I, my dear Sir, diſobey you? 

Paity. Lord, your honour, what young Lady could 
refuſe a captain? 

Cp, I am a ſoldier, Sir Chriſtopher. Love and 
Waris the ſoldier's motto; though my income is tri- 

E 2 fling 
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fling to your intended ſon- in- law's, ſtill the chance of war 
has enabled me to ſupport the object of my love above 
indigence. Her fortune, Sir Chriſtopher, 1 do not con- 
{ider myſelf by any means entitled to. 

Sir Chr. *Sblood! but you muſt tho'. Give me your 
hand, my young Mars, and bleſs you both together 
Thank you, thank you for cheating an old fellow into 
giving his daughter to a lad of ſpirit, when he was go- 
ing to throw her away upon one, in whoſe breaſt the 
mean paſſion of avarice ſmothers the ſmalleſt ſpark of 
affection, or humanity. 

Inkle. Confuſion! 

Nar. I have this moment heard a ſtory of a tranſae- 
tion in the foreſt, which, I own, would have rendered 
compliance with your former commands very diſagree. 
able. | 

Patty. Yes, Sir, I told my miſtreſs he had brought 
over a Hotty-pot gentlewoman. 

Sir Chr. Yes, but he would have left her for you; 
(To Narciſſa) and you for his intereſt ; and ſold you, 
perhaps, as he has this poor girl, to me, as a requital 
tor preſerving his life, | 


Nar, How |! 
Enter Trudge and W owſki. 


Trudge. Come along, Wows ! take a long laſt leave 
of your poor Miſtreſs : throw your pretty, ebony arms 
about her neck. 

Moioſ. No, no ;---ſhe not go; you not leave poo! 
Wowſki. (Throwing her arms about Y arico. ) 

Sir Chr, Poor girl! A companion, I take it ! 

Trullge. A thing of my own, fir. I cou'dn't help 
following my maſter's example in the woods L 
Maſter, like Man, fir. 

Sir Chr. But youwou'd not ſell her, and be hang“ 
to you, you dog, wou'd vou: 

Trudge. Hang me, like a dog, if I wou'd, fir, 

Sir Chr. So ſay Ito every fellow that breaks an ob- 
li gation due to the feelings of a man, But, old .* 
whit 


AN OP ERA. 6g 


at have you to ſay for your hopeful nephew ? 

91 7% | nord ſpeak ill of my friends, Sir Chriſto- 
her. 
: Sir Chr. Pſhaw! | | 

Inkl. Then let me ſpeak : hear me defend a con- 
UuCto— 

Sir Chr. Defend ! Zounds ! plead guilty at once 
it's the only hope left of obtaining mercy. 

Inkle. — old gentleman, you had a ſon? 

Sir Chr. *Sblood ! then I'd make him an honeſt fel- 
low ; and teach him that the feeling heart never knows 
greater pride than when it's employ'd in giving ſuccour 
to the unfortunate. I'd teach him to be his father's 


| own ſon to a hair. 


Intle. Even ſo my father tutor'd me: from infancy, 


bending my tender mind, like a young ſapling, to his 


will—[ntereſt was the grand prop round which he twin'd 
my pliant green affections: taught me in childhood to 
repeat old ſayings--all tending to his own fix'd principles, 
and the firſt ſentence that I ever liſp'd, was Charity be- 
gins at Home. 


Sir Chr, I ſhall never like a proverb again, as long 


| as I live, 


Inkle, As I grew up, he'd prove---and by example 


—were I in want, 1 might e'en ſtarve, for what the 


world cared for their neighbours; why then ſhou'd L 
care for the world? Men now liv'd for themſelves. 
Theſe were his doctrines: then, fir, what wou'd you 
ay, ſhould I, in ſpite of habit, precept, education, fly 


n my father's face, and ſpurn his councils ? 
Sir Gr. Say! why, that you were a damn'd honeſt, 
undutiful fellow. O curſe ſuch principles! Principles, 


which deſtroy all confidence between man and man--- 
Principles, which none but a rogue cou'd inſtil, and 
none but a rogue cou'd imbibe.---Principles—— 

Inkle. Which I renounce. 

Sir Chr, Eh! 

Inkle, Ronounce entirely. III- founded precept too 
long has ſtecl'd my breaſt=<-but {till *tis En 
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this trial was too much Nature, gainſt Habit combat. 
ing within me, has penetrated to my heart; a heart, ] 
own, long callous to the feelings of ſenſibility ; but 
now it bleeds--and bleeds for my poor Yarico. Oh, let 
me claſp her to it, while *tis glowing, and mingle tear; 
of love aud penitence. [ Embracrng ber.] 
_ Trudge. | Capering about.] Wows, give me a ki! 
| [ Wows goes ta T rudge, 
Yar. And ſhall we—ſhall we be happy ? 
Intle. Aye; ever, ever, Yarico. 

Tarico. I knew we ſhou'd—and yet I fear'd—hit 
ſhall I fill watch over you? Oh f — you ſurely 
gave your Yarico ſuch pain, only to, make her feel thi 
happineſs the greater. wh 

Wow. (Going to Yarics) Oh Wowlſki fo happy !.. 
and yet I think I not glad neither. 

Trudge, Eh, Wows ! How !—why not? 

Haw. Cauſe I can't help cry. 
Sir Chr. Then, if that's the caſe—curſe.me, if 
think I'm very glad either. What the plague's tie 
matter with my cyes ?—Young man, your hand—lan 
now proud and happy to ſhake it. 
* Mid. Well, Sir Chriſtopher, what do you ſay b 
my hopeful nephew now ? 

Sir Chr. Say! Why, confound the fellow, I fa, 
that is ungenerous enough to remember the bad action 
of a man who has virtue left in his heart to repent it,-- 
As for you, my good fellow, (e Trudge) I muſt, wit 
your maſter's permiſſion, employ you myſelf. 

- Trudge. O rare !---Bleſs your honour !---Wows! 
you'll be Lady, you jade, to a Governor's Factotum. 

Meru. Is. -I Lady Jacktotum. 

Sir Chr. And now, my young folks, we'll dri 
home, and celebrate the wedding. Od's my life! ! 
long to be ſhaking a foot at the fiddles, and I ſha 
dance ten times the lighter, for reforming an Inkl 
while I have it in my power to reward the innocence © 


a Yarico. 


AN O PE RN A. 
II. 
La Belle Catharine. 


CAMPLEY, 


Come let us dance and ſiug, 
While all Barbadoes bells ſball ring - 
Love ſcrapes the fiddle-/tring, 

4s red rom 5 late; 
Hymen gay, foots away, 
Happy at our wedding-day, 
Cocks his chin, and figures in, 


To labor, fife, and flute. 


CuoRuus. 


Come then dance and ſing, 


Il bile all Barbadves bells ſball ring, &c. 


NaARCISSA. 


Since thus each anxious care 
1s vaniſh'd into empty air, 
Ah hot can I forbear ; 
To join the jocund dance? 
To and fro, couples go, 
On the light fantaſtic toe, 
I hile with glee, merrily, 
The roſy hours advance, Chorus. 


YARICO, 
Ihen firſt the fuelling ſea 


Hither bore my love and me, 

Il tat then my fate would be, 
Little did I think 

Doom'd to know care aud woe, 

Happy ſtill is Yarica 

Since her love will conſtant prove, 


And nobly ſcorns to ſhrink, Chorus, 
.T'RUDGE. 


72 INKLE ANDY YARICO; 


Tape. 


Sbobs ! now Jm fix d for life, 
My fortune's fair, tho blacks my wife, 
| 2 fears domęſtic flrife—— 
Who cares now a 2 

Marry cheer my dingy dear 

_ find with 3 — here; . 
ght and day, riſe and play WO 
* the 2 2 Chora, 


PATTY. 


Let Patty ſay a word 
A chambermaid may ſure be heard—— 
Sure men are grown abſurd, 
Thus taking black for white ! 
To bug and kiſs a dingy miſs, 
- wry ay % an age like this, ; 
nleſs, here, ſome friends appear, 2 
ha like this —— night. Chorus, 1 
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THE END, 


